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moors overlooking Gorple. The path hugs the wall to a gap stile 
ander a plane tree, passes Scarr House to the farm yard near 


: x 

From here the path slips straight down the slope, with a dell 
on the right, crosses a tiny brook at the bottom, touches a path 
to the left leading to Nelson, keeps to a thorn hedge, and in three 
minutes finishes at Fenny Moor Cottages where Walverden 
Stream enters the reservoir. The path is upwards, by the 
‘stream, to a wooden bridge, and forward to Fern Valley Cottage. 
At the corner by the cottage turn sharp to the right, keep on the 
occupation road to the next farm, yclept Pig Hole Farm. 

From the entrance stile a line of flags leads past the farm, to 
‘a stream with two stone slabs over to five steps up to a stile and 
flagged path through the field. Well up here the flags turn 
towards Hill End Guest House. 

Keep to right, through iron gate into yard of Lane House 
Farm, pass front of house to gap stile in wall. 

A few yards away is a stone trough in the wall; a dozen steps 
‘brings you to stile, and forwards in five minutes you are on the 
Haggate-Nelson road. F 

This is an easy afternoon’s walk. Taken on a fine clear day 
it will prove inter Hing and educative to such as have an 
appreciative eye for natural beauty. n 


RAMBLE XXVIII. P 
NELSON TO WEETS. 


It will save time if the rambler goes by car from Nelson’ 


entre to Higherford. From the car terminus go along Gisburn 


Road to where the Barnoldswick Road Starts. The road is under 
shady trees, and in seven minutes a stile is reached on the left 
side of the road, under an alder tree and close to a lamp post. 

Mount the five steps of the stile; the path forward is through 
pleasant pasture to East Stone Edge Farm, which is reached in 
ten minutes’ easy walking. =» 

Cross by the off side of the farm to a stile on the left of a 
five-barred gate; the path keeps close to the hedgerow on the 
wight, winds easily through field and meadow and makes its exit 
at a stone stile at the highway at Cross Gaits Inn. The sign 


over the door bears the soliewing. statements : — ee 
Mi hin JE 
% ah Good ale to as 
Pe gisdy Morrow for 
nothing. 


A.D. 1736 


ee it ae 


Rambles Twixt Pendle and Holme 45 


A few strides from here, just by the end of the pub., under 
an alder tree on the left side of the road, is a two-steps stile, an@ 
an occupation road leading to Burnt House Farm. 

_ The path is by the midden stead, and leads direct to a few 
houses at the base of Black Hill. 

Between Burnt House Farm and Black Hill fine views: 
Pendlewards are obtained. 

Looking westerly Hollin Wood, Utherstone Wood, Roughlee, 
Spenbrook, Ogden, Spence Moor and Pendle are clearly seen. 

From the cluster of houses, take to the right under the big 
plane tree, through the gate stile at the end of the barn, and 
straight up Black Hill to a stile of five stone steps in the walk 
under an alder tree. 

From this point the views N.E. to W. are truly imposing. 
N.E. to 8. is Elslack Moor, Noyna, Great Edge, Emmott Moor,. 
Herders, Wycollar, Jackson Ridge and Bouldsworth. 

In the near distance are Foulridge, New and Brown Hil? 
Reservoirs. ; 

‘S. to W., Walton Spire, Cliviger Heights, Burnley Moor, 
Hambledon, and the top of a hill away behind Rawtenstall. 

Along the valley is Colne, with Tum Hill behind, Nelson, 
Brierfield and a glimpse of Burnley. 

Over this stile the path keeps close to the wall under the 
trees, comes to a three-steps stile; and forward to an old road 
end. Cross the road, and at wall is a stone stile three steps up: 
four down into pasture land. 

The wall is at the left of the path, meets a stile or two, an@ 
finishes on the high road at Starr Hall. The views S. to W. from 
this path must be seen to be believed. 

This is the Gisburn Old Road, passes Starr Hall on the 
rata Lower Sandyford on the left and Higher Sandyford on the: 
right. 
This is a typical moorland road, and leads on to Weets House, 
the highest house on this ramble. Through the moor gate turn: 
to the right, and in a few minutes the summit of Weets is: 
reached, 

The view from Weets is considered by some ramblers to exceP 
that from the top of Pendle. They each posses wonderful view 
points. 

S.W. to N., Pendle, Hoocliffe Wood, Warsaw, Kemple End, 

mgridge, Bolland Knotts, Grassington Moors, Rylston Fell and 
ills near Skipton. 

Barnoldswick lies near to the foot of Weets. 

The views are too extensive and the points of natural and 
historic interest too numerous to be given in detail. The best 
thing to do is to make the adventure to Weets on a fine day and 
discover the details for yourself. 


RAMBLE XXIX. 
FROM WEETS TO GREEN LANE. 


From the summit of Weets make in a westerly direction, 
‘down and across the moor to the gateway in the wall. 

The open space you are leaving is called Great Weets Moor, 
a the one you are entering at the gateway is Little Weets 

oor. 

You will pass on your left two stones, square and lettered 
with a B. This is Brogden district. = 

The track, broad and grass grown, keeps close to the wall 
on the right, comes to a broken-down gateway, and descending 
4ecomes badly broken up, and in wet weather very sloppy in the 
‘bottom. A footpath mounts the bank on the right. 

For the botanist this old lane is a little Kew Gardens. It 
exhibits a fine variety of flowers, whilst the beds of rushes are a 
delight to the eye. 

A few minutes’ walk brings you to Lane Side Farm. On a 


‘slab over the door is chiselled: z 
WD: 
A.D. 1881. 


Pass the end of the house, along the level road, which at 
this point runs due north, noticing as you go how every yard of 
‘your onward way opens out fresh and ever entrancing vistas of 
field and meadow, hill and dale, moor and mountain. You will 
find that here 

‘‘ The grass is softer to my tread, 
For rest it yields unnumbered feet ; 
Sweeter to me the wild rose red 
Because it makes the whole world sweet.’ 

Eight minutes’ walk from Lane Side Farm and you come to a 
gate at the entrance to Fairyland. 

Here is a narrow lane overhung with all manner of trees and 
packed tight each side with bushes and briars and brambles. 

Flowers galore abound, the wide variety of their gay blossoms 
dazzling the eye. 

In almost every bush a bird sings; from almost every tree top 
throstle or blackbird chant their lay; robins peep at you from the 
thorn bushes, and follow you down the lane; chaffinches flip and 
follow you and the sunlight, wing up into some alder tree and call 
on all the fairies that are to bear witness to the beauty of the 
‘scene, the splendour of the old green lane, and the perfect 
joveliness of the spring day. 

Flowers, butterflies, birds, a tiny stream, a downward road, 
Nedges of grass to sit on, sweet, flower-tinctured air to breathe, 
2a wind whispering in the leaves, bees humming all around, two 
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hours, nay, four hours to spend in resting and contemplation, an 
easy mind, a crust of bread and an orange, and in this old green. 
lane you can feel that you are one of God’s elect, and equal to any 
he’? on earth. 

The first opening on the left is known locally as Green Lane. 
= is an alder tree on the left, and a mountain ash on the 
right. 

Forward will bring you out near the top of the hill leading 
into Gisburn. 

Take this road to the left; you will discover that it has. 
beauties equalling the lane you have just left, and as you go along. 
you will see Pendle from viewpoints you have never before: 
noted. You will appreciate how grand and noble a hill Pendle is; 
that it possesses a majesty all its own, and a lode star attraction 
that cannot be resisted or denied. 

This Green Lane enters the Gisburn New Roafl at a point 
a few minutes’ walk from New House. 

Unless you desire to go to Gisburn, turn to your left after 
passing out of the avenue of beech trees. 


RAMBLE XXX. 


FROM GREEN LANE TO NELSON. 


Turning left out of the old Jane you step on to the hard, flat: 
polished highroad. It is dustless. Tuesdays and Saturdays after 
dinner, and all day Sundays, this road is busy with motor traffic. 
It would be unbearable were the road dusty. The walk along this 
trunk road is deeply interesting, and ~ a wide variety of 
scenes for the eye to gaze upon and admire, and the memory to- 
store up. The main interest lies on the right or westerly side of 
the highway, and commands extensive views of the land betweem 
Craven Laithe, Pendle, a section of the Ribble Valley and the 
hills that overlook it. A two minutes’ walk from the end of 
the old lane provides the rambler with one of the grandest scenic: 
aspects for miles around. 

The first house on the right is New House, and the tablet over 
the door indicates the builder and the date. 

w M 
1824 

Above this house, and looking forward, the view across by 
Craven Laithe is one of almost primeval wilderness. The road’ 
dips and then rises steeply. The old farm house in the hollow is 
Little Middop, and farttinc along, on the left, is Newfield Edge. 
This road leads over Coldweather Hill; Coldweather Farm, with 


Rambles Twixt Pendle and Holme 


the bold grey-green outline of Weets behind, is on the left at the 
ttop of the rise. Craven Laithe Farm is away on the moor to the 
aight; above the moor the crest of Pendle shows, and on a clear 
«day people standing on the summit can be made out from here. 
A wood with bluebells in June lies on the up bank on the left. 
‘Greystone Inn is on the right, and past it the view away down 
-Admergill and across to Burnt Moor is one to delight in. 

The Moorcock Inn is on the left of the road, and six minutes’ 
walk from it, on the right hand side of the road, is a two-steps-up 
-stone stile near to an iron gate with a spiked top. From this 

oint a diversion can be made by mounting the stile, taking down 
‘the field path to the stream side, getting over the ladder stile and 
following the water all the way to Bell Wood. Blacko Foot 
Farm, along the big field where are the line of plane trees to 
‘Watermeetings Farm and the tramway terminus at Higherford. 

Keeping to the highroad, you pass Blacko Bar, the Blacko 
War Memorial, the hill-side village of Blacko, and enter Higher- 
ford by the County Council bridge at the tramway terminus. 

To spend less than a full day on this ramble is to fail to do 
justice to the beauty of the scenes lying between Barrowford and 
“Weets, Weets and Lane Side, Lane Side and Green Lane, and 


forwards home. 


RAMBLE XXXII. 


NELSON OR BRIERFIELD TO 
BURWAINS. 


From Brierfield Centre walk as easily as you may to the top 
eof Marsden Heights, and just past the golf house, at the corner 
of the coppice on the right, mount the stone stile, four steps up, 
one down, and crossing the pasture by the path leading under a 
solitary tree, enter the high road by a four-steps-down stile. 
‘From this path you see Fern Clough down at the bottom; to the 
‘left of it lies Walverden Reservoir, higher up Catlow Quarries and 
‘Walton Spire. Catlow Bottoms is higher up than Fern Clough, 
and overtopping Catlow Bottoms is Bouldsworth. 

From this stile three minutes’ walk brings you to a gap stile 
‘in the wall on the left, and it is at this point ramblers from Nelson 
ean join in the walk. They may come here by Corporation bus 
-or Shanks’ Pony. The road from the Centre of Nelson being via 
Railway Street as far as Crook’s tailor’s shop, where Hibson Road 
‘is entered; through the subway, forward up Hibson Road to the 
‘General Gordon Hotel, and there entering Halifax Road. A 
‘fifteen minutes’ walk will bring you to the stile indicated. ; 
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From the gap stile the path is through a meadow, crosses an: 
old farm road, passes under an ash tree on the left, and runs. 
level in the direction of the mill chimney at Hill Lane. 


The path to the next stile is a wide cinder track, which gives. 
to a flagged path. This flagged path divides on the breast of 
the low hill, the one to the right leading to Hill End 
House. Keep on the path near wall, and passing through two- 
stiles, go round by the end of the mill, enter the main road, turn 
quick to the left, pass Hill Lane (Ebenezer, 1840) Chapel, and in 
four minutes you come to a gap stile on your left with Hill Farm: 
and the road to Holt Hill on your right. 


From this stile the path is through meadow land to a stile 
in a wall; beyond, the path is flagged and soon forms a Y at a 
place where there are a few thorn trees. Take across the field in. 
the direction of a short row of cottages (Robin Cottages); two 
fields away enter the main road, turn to the left, and at the 
corner of the quarry pass through a high gap stile, up by the 
quarry wall to a field gate and stile, and if the day be clear, sit 
on the grass and enjoy the view, which, from north-west to east 
is remarkably fine. 

The path keeps to the wall at the right, and at the next stile 
es to the left and down, and in two minutes Burwains is. 
reached. 


A very pleasant hour and more may be spent here. Burwains. 
is an old place, full of historical associations, political and 
religious. Three splendid yew trees stand in front of the house; 
there is an exceptionally fine porch, and behind the porch a solid 
oaken door with an unusual type of bar to hold it secure. In the 
wall behind the door is a long, narrow shot hole, indicative of past 
unsettled times; heavy beams support the ceilings, a peculiar’ 
recess with an oaken door is in the wall in the living room; there- 
is a chapel adorned with plaques and coats of arms, and an air of 
mystery, superstition, religious fervour, strife, struggle and war 
pervades the place. 

It is a place for the artist, the poet, the historian,. 
archeologist and lover of rural things, to visit and ponder on. 


RAMBLE XXXII. 
BURWAINS TO CATLOW BOTTOMS. 


Near to Burwains House is an old outbuilding; the path 
passes the end of it, leads towards the stream, and crosses it over 
a stone bridge. 


A few trees on the right of the path, and the boundary trees 
~of Burwains are on the left. The path goes easily alongside a 
‘meadow, and soon comes to a-stile in the wall. This stile is five 
»steps up and under a thorn tree, - 

On the over side are two paths, one to the left and down, one 
‘to the right and forward to Th’ Acred or the Ecroyd Farm. 

The path to the left is very pretty, but misses much that is 
‘historically interesting. 

Down the four steps, along the hedgeside, through the farm 
«gate to the front of ‘ Th’ Acred,’’ where in the meadow facing 
the house and under a plane tree is a grave. You will easily make 
out that 

Here lies the body of 
Elizabeth the wife of 
IOHN VIPON 1681 


You will notice that the J is a straight line, and that the 
connecting lines of the capital N’s slope from opposite corners to 
‘the modern N. 

In the old days the Ecroyd Farm was a Quaker homestead. 
“Burwains was distinctly Catholic. So near together and yet 
‘spiritually so far apart. There is mystery about this domicile. 
‘There is a secret room upstairs locked up; there is a cellar dark 
and deep; the chimney is massive in construction and built on 
similar lines to the one at Roughlee Hall, the porch is com- 
‘modious and cool and the slate roof mellowed to a sombre bronze 
‘by the storms and suns of over two hundred years. Cromwell did 
not fire at this place from the top of Pendle; neither is there a 
-secret tunnel to Whalley, Ribchester, or any other near or distant 
zabbey or Roman camp. 

The path in front of the house takes to the left by the 
‘planting of trees, touches a corner where rails give place to okon 
Twtoing. joins an overgrown cart road, and at the low end of the 
4ield turns quickly to the left, keeps near to the wall, and at the 
far end joins the path mentioned that went down hill from the 
four-steps-down stile. These two paths join here at the edge of 
‘a wooded clough. 

And a dainty clough it is, well and closely planted with 
“typically English trees. A clear stream runs through it, its 
singing vying with that of the birds in the trees. 

The path follows the outside edge of this clough, and in a few 
‘minutes comes to the farm house at Catlow Bottoms. 

This is a children’s paradise. They can swing, see-saw, hop, 
-skip and jump, wade, fish for ‘‘ tommy loaches,’’ nurse dolls if 
“they are girls, and fight if they are mettlesome lads. 

Thousands of Nelsonians in far-away lands have a very tender 
~place in their bosoms, a host of happy memories in their minds, 
zand a spare sigh and tear for Catlow Bottoms. 


“9 
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RAMBLE XXXII. 
CATLOW BOTTOMS TO NELSON. 


After admiring the old one-arch bridge crossing the stream, 
the ford in the rou where the stream slops over, the side stream 
that crosses The Rake, slips under the wall, drops four feet and 
meets the main water near to a slab bridge; after making notes 
about the flowers, the birds, the people who come hereto, and 
taken a few photographs, enter The Rake, as the old lane is 
<alled, and make for Catlow village, a quarter of a mile away. 

This old lane is interesting every inch of the way. It is 
closely packed with all manner of homely trees and bushes and 
plants, that bring pleasure to the eyes to behold and store the 
mind with happy thoughts. 

At the top and to the left is Catlow Hall, a quaint old- 
fashioned building, well preserved and commanding a fine aspect. 

The tablet over the door is worth seeing, and bears the 
following inscription : 

WILLIAM 


SAGAR 
AND MAR 
GRET HIS 
WIFE IVLY 
24 1666 

The J in July is minus the curved foot, and the U is replaced 
with a V. 

The path from here is by the end of the barn, through a gap 
stile on to a flagged path through a level meadow. 

A fine view of Pendle from the big to the little end and a 
section of Wiswell Moor is obtained. Nearer, to the left and 
across Catlow Bottoms, are Robin Cottages, Holt Hill, Hill Lane, 
Hill End, and Black Hill. 

Stoney Racks Farm is in the old lane leading up to Robin 
Cottages and Holt Hill. 

You will pass through five gap stiles along this hill top, come 
to a three-steps-up stile under a big ash tree, keep close to a 
thorn hedge on your left, to a final gap stile on to the Catlow Lane 
(left) and Walverden (right). 

A stony road leads down to the reservoir, passing on the right 
Thaw House, = 


Ra: 8: 
1765. » 
and at the bottom Walk Mill cottages. 
This path enters Nelson at the junction of Boston Street and 
Brunswick Street. 
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RAMBLE XXXIV. 
FIELD PATH TO HIGHAM. 


The first ten lines in Ramble 3 will give you the route from 
Brierfield Centre to the level above Montford Brow. At the end 
of this level is the Forest Hotel, or as it is better known, ‘ Th’ 
New Pub.” 

Two paths start at this point, one an ash path running to 
Pancakes Farm, and a field path, grass grown, starting from a 
stone stile in a short length of wall at the off side of the hotel. 

Go over the stile, into the field, and follow along until after 
crossing the top of two meadows and one field you come to a 
cottage under trees, called Plantation Cottage. 7 

Two minutes from here puts you on the Burnley-Fence Road, 
cross over, mount the three-steps-up stone stile, keep to the 
hedge side, go down into Greenhead Clough, and mount the steep 
bank to the moor edge. 

The path keeps close to a line of wooden rails with the moor 
on the left. A tiny stream divides this moor top. At the far 
end the path touches an old broken cart track. Take to the left 
here, and in the hedge, about 50 yards lower down, is a wooden 
stile beyond the ditch, and a narrow path running cater-corner 
to a stile in the hedge. 

Due south lies the whole extent of Hambledon from Man- 
chester Road end (Burnley) to Accrington Park at the other 
extreme. 

The guns at the far edge, overlooking Accrington Park can 
be made out, also the rifle butts at the base of the hill. The 
round dome on the summit is not near the edge as it appears 
from a distance to be, but is half-a-mile back. 

South-west is Darwen, the moors and tall spire. South-east is 
Todmorden Valley, Maiden Cross Pit shaft, and behind Burnley 
the old buildings on Crown Point can be seen. 

Mount the wooden stile, the path, gently undulating, passes 
the top of Caley’s Clough. Here is a splendid double hand-rail 
foot bridge. 

It is very pleasant and sweet all about here; the path turns 
up to the right, to a stile under an oak with a lovely meadow on 
the right and a lush hedge on the left to a stile four stone steps 
down; cross the meadow; at the top, under an oak tree and an 
ash tree, is a stile admitting to the main Higham-Fence road. 
Turn to the left, along the main road, and in five minutes Higham 
is reached. | Higham is an old-world village. On the left, 
standing back a few yards, is Higham Hall. Over the doorway 
at the front can be seen the weather-worn outline of John 0’ 
Gaunt’s coat of arms. Inside the walls are of tremendous ' 


thickness, the window ledges are wide and deep, the rooms 
spacious and numerous, and unusually lofty for so old a house. 

In one of the bedrooms is a mounting steps of oak as hard 
as iron. These were used in the old days to help people to reach 
the level of the high beds. On a window sill is a stone cannon 
ball and a few local fossils. 

A little lower down the lane is ‘‘ The Four Alls Inn.” Pendle 
Forest is an ideal place in which to reside. One of the rates 
levied for the Roughlee area amounting to a penny a year for 
«certain types of cottage. There are other rates, though! 

To return, keep on the highroad, passing through Fence, by 
Meadow Top, and along Wheatley Lane to the Inghamite Chapel. 

From the Chapel pass down and into an old cart road, and as 
you go along, you will see in the dyke side an oblong grit stone 
with the letters M.T.G. (?) and the date 1613. 

In five minutes a side path is met on the left leading into 
‘Carr Hall Road, but a better way is to go straight down the hill 
by a pleasant grass path. There is a long narrow planting of 
trees on the left, and near the bottom of the hill the path gets 
near to a wood on the right. 

Then comes a short lane and crowded neces, a shallow 
stream, stepping stones, a ta to Wheatley Carr Farm, and a 
farm road to the Sewerage Works. A stile, under an oak, puts 
you on to a good high road, when you may turn left for Nelson, 
and right for Brierfield Woods. 


RAMBLE XXXV. 
BURNLEY TO HURSTWOOD. 


The rambler from Nelson or Brierfield would be well advised 
to go by tramcar to Burnley, getting off the car at St. Peter’s 
a at the bottom of Ormerod Road. (See paragraph but one 

ow). 

The stranger to Burnley has a choice of two ways. First, to 
go along St. James’ Street; in one minute he will enter Yorkshire 
Street near the Golden Padlock. Along Yorkshire Street, through 
the Culvert, past the Catholic Church; cross the road with the 
‘Cricket and Football Fields on the left, and in an easy 15 minutes 
he will find himself at the top of Brunshaw, just where Ormerod 
Road joins it. 

The second way is to walk along St. James’ Street and 
‘Church Street to St. Peter’s Church. Here, between the Sparrow 
Hawk and the Talbot Hotels, Ormerod Road starts. 

Five minutes’ walk brings you to Queen’s Park. If time 
permits a pleasant hour may be spent in the grounds of this 
beautiful park. 
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_ . You may enter the park, and keeping along the pet to the 
right leave by the top gateway; or you may keep to the Ormerod 
Road which serves as a boundary to the park. 


Between the top of the park and Ridge Row are fine views 
on clear days. 


Slightly north of east, Walton Spire is seen behind Haggate; 
from north-east to south is the whole length of Pendle, Wiswell 
Moor, Read Woods Whalley Nab, part of Pendle Forest, a long 
stretch of the Burnley Basin, Hambledon from end to end, Crown 
Point, parts of Burnley Moor and Towneley Holmes and Burnley. 


From the far end of Ridge Row the view north-east to south 
includes Extwistle Hall and fields, Old Hag Wood, Rowley Wood, 
Hackness Reservoir, Gorple Road and the moors behind Cant 
Clough and Sheddings. 

Two minutes’ walk from Ridge Row brings you to Brunshaw 
Top, where Ormerod Road joins up to Brunshaw Road. 

Along the level road, and in 10 minutes a road is passed on 
the left Teadius to Brownside and Worsthorne. 

Farther along this level road trees start on the left; The 
Hollins, an old hall, can be seen in the fields below. 

Well up the lane is Lower Red Lees, a few houses on the 
right, and two minutes’ walk from here in the wall on the left, an 
iron grid stile admits to a path, slightly upwards for a few yards. 

From this point, almost due south, is seen Hasden Clough, 
Bacup Road and the wide, wild moorlands between Cliviger and 
Bacup, and the rocky, precipitous slopes of the Holme Hills. 
Towneley Hall and woods are at the bottom. This is a pleasant 
path to follow, and the third grid stile puts you on to a good 
road flanking an enclosed wood on the right. 

At the bottom of this road is a bridge. Looking over the 
parapet you will take delight in the clear stream and lovely woods. 
The high wall encircles Ormerod Hall and grounds. 

By the bridge is a wooden swing gate; a broad path, under 
trees of fair proportion, with a field and wood on the left, and high 
wall and wood on the right, leads to an iron grid stile, from which 
point the path rises, and rising, affords delightful glimpses of 
sylvan beauty along the stream and woods. 

A flagged path starts near the next stile and finishes at a 
wicket gate at the entrance to Hurstwood. 

Hurstwood is a little old-world village of old-time halls and 
houses. A few strides brings you to the house where Spencer 
the poet is said to have resided, and a few yards beyond is Hurst- 
wood Hall. The following inscription is over the doorway: 

BARNAROVS 


TOWNLEY ET 
AGNES VXOREIVS 
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From here, looking E.N.E., is seen Shedding Moor and Wood, 
and more to the left, Black Hill and Worsthorne Old Quarry. 

Follow the road past Hurstwood Hall, keep to the right, and 
near the lamp standard make towards the stream, going through 
a stile at the right of a gate. This stream side affords an ideal 
picnic ground, the stream is clean and secluded, it has a rary 
te a rocky sides, and this particular part is called Roc 

ough. 

a the top of the ridge well up the clough, looking down 
stream, over Ormerod Woods and due north, is as majestic and 
entrancing a scene as one need wish to see. 

On the left of the stream rises a big pile of rocks; don’t play 
monkey tricks with them, it is not safe to tempt Providence, nor 
is it wise—unless you are well insured and your will duly 
drawn up. * 


RAMBLE XXXVI. 
HURSTWOOD TO ROGGERHAM. 


From the old. hall pass under the four plane trees in front of 
Hurstwood Chapel, forward up a_ steep bank, due north-east, 
keeping near to the wall on the left. In a few minutes a strong 
iron gate is reached admitting to the reservoir enclosed lands. 

From the edge of the reservoir the view from east to south 
is one of stark wilderness and utter loneliness. The eye roams 
over thousands of acres of moor and fell and not a tree is seen. 
Hill rises behind hill, hundreds of tiny hillocks of drift give the 
Worsthorne old quarry an eerie aspect, and rolling masses of 
desolate moorlands rise in gentle undulations above each other‘s 
shoulder. 

From south to south-west, up Sheddings way, are long 
tracks of hill and vale close packed with trees. Right of these 
uprises a great hog’s back of fell overlooking Cliviger Gorge. To 
sit on the reservoir banking and look over the water to the wilds 
beyond; to listen to the weird calls of moorland birds; to look 
around over miles and miles of territory and see not a hrman 
being, is to make one realise what desolation actually is. Three 
miles away lies Burnley, a centre of noise and bustle. The scene 
in front might be pitched a thousand miles from a Joom or a 
shop. To-day this great stretch of water is blue as the sea in 
the Bay of Naples. 

On the left of the embankment is the boundary wall, at the 
first turn in the wall the path leaves the embankment, takes a 
N.E. direction to a stile in a wall, then follows a path long and 
level to a stile three steps up and admitting to the moorland 
road. Up leads to Gorple; down to Worsthorne. Cross the road, 
open the gate, close it, and keep to the path close against the 
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4 Rambles Twixt Pendle and Holme 


AIDS TO THE ART OF RAMBLING. 


First of all, take good care of your feet. Wear good, strong 
boots or shoes, rough nailed. Smooth soled footwear is of little 
use in ascending and descending steep and grassy slopes. 

Never wear clothing tight, or too heavy: have it roomy and 
easy. 

A walking stick is useful for ordinary walking, but a positive 
danger on rocks and crag edges. A light, showerproof coat is 
sufficient weight to carry as protection against rain; though some 
ramblers prefer an umbrella. 

In walking uphill learn to put as much of the foot down as 
possible; toe walking is tiring. Never run down a hill if there are 
ledges or loose stones about, or you do not know the quality of the 
surface. Err in this matter on the cautious side. 

Learn how to find bearings and directions, and when using a 
compass in mist go slow and trust the instrument. 


If lost on a moor or hill in fog or mist, you will do best by 
keeping the wind on one side of your face. Do not hurry; do not 
get flustered; be cautious, and look for landmarks through broken 
bits of fog and raincloud. Should you find a stream when lost, 
follow it down; it will sure bring you to some farm. 

If you have need to open a gate do not fail to shut it after 
passing through. You will prevent sheep and cattle from 
straying, and farmers from using profanity. = 

Should you find a bush pushed in a stile, replace it after 
passing through. Do not force a way through a hedge; find a 
gate or stile. 

Do not take fern and flower roots, they mostly die. If you 
want a spray of blossom, do not rive a whole tree down to get it; 
if you can’t get it easy, leave it. 

For a full day’s ramble a rucksack is useful. It will hold 
food, cup, spirit kettle, camera, notebook and towel. For short 
rambles a sandwich, biscuit or two, and fruit can be put in the 
pocket. Do not ‘‘ lump” food in one parcel: wrap it up in 
neat little packages and place carefully in pocket or rucksack. 
Carry tea and sugar in separate tins, and milk in a bottle. Do 
not forget a spoon. 


After dining outside carefully remove all waste paper, string, 
boxes, fruit parings, and match ends to some place where they 
can safely be burned. Never fire waste in dry weather on or 
near a moor; it may start a serious fire. Put it back in pocket 
or rucksack and bring it home, or place it out of sight under a 
stone or sod. Keep your moor and stream side eating place as 
neat and tidy as your domestic dining room, 


Do not drink out of any seemingly clear water: find a spring, 
and never drink out of a stream that has flowed through manured 
land or near a farm. Don’t drink too many mineral waters, nor 
too much beer. Try an orange or an apple. 


Learn to Walk easily; keep your eyes open and ears alert. 


In club rambling follow the selected leader. Go his way. It 
will be the best way he knows, and probably he will point out 
many objects of interest that otherwise would have missed your 
notice. The leader should carry a whistle to call up stragglers. 
On long rambles it is well for the leader to act as tourist agent, 
and when possible, make provision beforehand for rest places and 
dining rooms. Such forethought prevents haste, scrambling, ill- 
temper, and disappointment, whilst adding gaiety and cheery 
fellowship to the outing. 


If the leader has some knowledge of the natural history and 
traditions of his route, let him briefly expound as he goes along- 
It is well for the leader to understand that he is not the ramble, 
but only an aid to its enjoyment by his followers. 


In company rambling, the speed of the party must always be 
that of the poorest walker. 


Rambling clubs ought to have a secretary, whose duty should 
be to give a periodical resumé of the rambles. Not statistics ; 
but real live, snappy records of places visited, characters 
encountered, adventures undertaken, The expenses in running 
such a club are trivial: the benefits cannot be computed. 


In fields and meadows keep strictly to the paths: do not sit 
or lie down in mowing grass or grain. If you have with you a 
lively dog, keep it in leash, or at heel, when passing poultry, sheep 
and cattle. 


When out, be kindly, courteous and thoughtful, and on your 
very best behaviour, and may the sweet spirit of nature be as 
balm unto your soul. 
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WHAT WE SHALL SEE AND HEAR. 


There are two methods of finding some particular place one 
has heard about and wishes to visit. It may be discovered 
haphazard, or it may be found by following oral or written 
instructions imparted by friend or guide book. The old rambler 
knows the best ways, the best times, what to look for, and what 
to expect. At times even he gets a surprise. 


These rambles of ours, carried out in a free and easy manner, 
will take us into some of the little known parts of Pendle and 
Pendle Forest, along paths and tracks seldom trod, into byways 
where we must expect the unexpected and welcome it when it 
comes. We shall never be far from human habitation, even 
though we wander into nooks and corners where we cannot see 
farm or building. We shall saunter round wayside farms, past 
old halls with mullioned windows, deep porches, and quaint 
gables; we shall inspect pretty garden plots, and as we walk, 
inhale the fragrance of new mown hay, and listen to the singing 
of birds. 


Our rambles will take us to places where we can lean over 
some old bridge, and watch the trout playing in pools under; we 
shall pass through and ever o!d stiles, under beech and ash trees 
in whose branches the throstle sings his morning hymn of praise, 
and the blackbird trolls his evening solo. We shall visit at least 
one old church, square of steeple, with lancet windows of coloured 
glass picturing the Son of God and the Holy Dove. And these 
glowing pictures look as though some cunning artist had wrought 
them out of enamelled crimson rose blooms, pansy petals, yellow 
buttercup bowls, and emerald mosses from brown stones at pool 
edgings. We shall see old-fashioned houses and halls, in which 
history has been—and is being—made, and meet as we walk 
along people whose forebears were implicated in the feuds of 
Pendle Forest that made this district world notorious for its 
witches. There are witches in Pendle Forest to-day. Not the 
old, warty hags who flew abroad on broomsticks, but a younger, 
more alluring, dainty, winsome, loving kind, who break not laws, 
but adorers’ hearts. 


We shall visit Pendle; the dominant feature of Lancashire 
scenery, whose bulk and outline can be seen from the far-off 
Lakeland hills, the multiple Yorkshire mountains, the Todmorden 
hills, and the moor tops behind Darwen. Pendle: the hill whose 
charms have inspired painter and poet; whose beauty, varied as 
the weather, whimsical as a kitten, and elusive as the promise of 
a flirt, we shall constantly behold in our rambles, remember in our 


quiet moments of contemplation, and re-enjoy in visions and 
dreams glimpsed through the silyery gates of sleep. 


The stiles of Pendle Forest are too interesting in character 
not to be mentioned. Except connected with an estate, there 
are no two alike. They will repay a close study. They present 
features as diverse as the natures of those who constructed them. 
Bridges ?—you will cross over all manner of bridges on these 
rambles, from the very humblest, consisting of a plank, a slab 
of sandstone, grit or limestone, to the rigid County Council 
bridge, the wide arch bridge, the whimsical lunate bridge, and the 
single and double handrail bridge. Gates, too, are interesting. 
They are nearly as varied as the local stiles. They add their little 
chapter to the volume of Pendleside history. Each one has its 
porneulee private record stamped clearly on bar, support and 

inge. 


Another feature of our landscape is the natural rockery. It 
may be a length of old wall in a twining lane, a bed of shale 
above a pool, the rugged base of some old bridge, or mass of rock 
uprearing. These rockeries are so dainty, so artistically and 
naturally decorated; they relieve so charmingly the wayside 
corners; their green is ever fresh the year round, and they offer 
such great wealth of charm in style or adornment and variety 
of floral and mossy embellishment that the visitor cannot afford 
to pass them by. 


Our natural history is as interesting as that of any part of 
the known world. There are all manner of life, from the snail on 
the stump to the hawk in the air; from the solitary pad of moss 
in the crack of a wall to the miles of moorland ablaze with 
heather, 


The stars shine here as elsewhere; there are nights of perfect 
moons, days when the sun shines, and evenings steeped in all 
the subtle witchery of perfume and quietude. 


= And lastly, the people who live under the shadow of Pendle. 
You can spend all the days of all the years of your life studying 
them, and you will find in them all the variety you desire. They 
love, they hate, they worship, they believe and disbelieve, they 
eat and drink, spend and save, laugh and sing much the same as 
any child of Adam, under whichever ruler he lives, or whatever 
flag waves above his head. 
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8 Rambles Twixt Pendle and Holme 


RAMBLE 1. 
TO BARLEY. 


The distance from Nelson Centre to Barley is about four 
miles. Leaving Nelson Centre, walk along Manchester Road to 
the corner where stands the Bank of Liverpool. Carr Road enters 
Manchester Road at this point. Go down Carr Road, over the 
canal bridge, and forward to the park by the river. The park 
{Victoria Park) is beautifully laid out, and is well worth a visit. 
Over the bridge the road bends to the left. At one of the park 
exits, suspended from the arm of a lamp, is a sign, ‘‘ Fence and 
Barley,’”’ pointing up Carr Hall Road. At the top this road meets 
the Barrowford (right)—Fence (left) road. Cross the road at this 
point and enter an old lane between two villas. This is Sandy Hall 
Lane. From the top of this lane a extensive view can be enjoyed. 
From north to east the view includes Pendle, Stangs, Offa and 
Intake Farms, Brown Hill, Hollin Wood, Bank End, Greystone 
Moor, Emmott Moor, and the edge of Simon’s Seat overlooking 
Burnsall. East to south: Bouldsworth, the hills and moors 
beyond Cant Clough, Cliviger Gorge, Thieveley, and the heights 
flanking the Todmorden Valley. South to west: Hambledon, 
part of Accrington Park, the hills and moors behind Darwen, 
and the extensive Burnley Basin. West to north: the long 
flanks of Pendle Forest as it rises gently from the river to the 
level ridge overlooking the Sabden Valley. Newchurch-in-Pendle 
—a mile away—lies on a gentle slope: beyond are the heights of 
Spence Moor. 


Three roads meet here. The one to the left leads to Wheatley 
Lane. Keep on the road in front, and forward into the valley 
below. At the bottom are two houses, best known as ‘ Happy 
Valley.’’ Thorneyholme stands in its own grounds, is beautifully 
situated and well screened by a variety of trees. Above Thorney- 
holme House is Thorneyholme Square. From the end of the 
Square the new road to Barley starts. There is no mistaking 
that route. Three minutes’ walk from the Square a road dips 
down to the river and bridge, passes Whitehough on the right, 
and keeps to the river all the way to Barley. A pretty walk. 
At the point where the new road starts is an old occupation 
road called Heyes Lane. It is rough, cobbly in parts, solid rock 
in places, good and level along the top, badly broken at the far 
end, but its whole length commands some of the loveliest vistas 
of this most delightful part of Lancashire. It enters Barley at 
Bridge End Cottages, near the Wesleyan Chapel. 


Barley nestles, well sheltered, at the foot of Stangs. With 
about three exceptions every building is roofed with grey flags. 
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RAMBLE Il. 


TO BARLEY. 
VIA NELSON—HIGHERFORD—ROUGHLEE. 


From Nelson Centre take the Barrowford tramcar— 
destination sign—‘t Higherford.’? The route is by way of Reedy- 
ford, with its trees and extensive rookery, through the straggling 
village of Barrowford to the terminus at Higherford. Barrowford 
is noted for the days when it held an annual rushbearing; its 
church, with one of its tower pinnacles set among the 
gravestones; the White Bear Inn Coors an old toll bar, and 
the fact that the major portion of the village is built on the west 
side of the river. The river keeps close to the road the whole 
length of the village. 

The road from the bridge up is the Gisburn Road. By the 
bridge a narrow lane follows the river. This is our way. 

A splendid one-arch bridge spans the river. The origin and 
date of this structure are matters of local debate, and like the 
river, never ceasing. Keeping to the path, Watermeetings Farm 
is soon reached, and between the tram terminus and this old 
farm are many dainty bends and stretches in the river. Noble 
trees abound, and in a meadow near to the waterfall stands the 
ruin of the world-famous Grimshaw Oak. 

At Watermeetings Farm is a ‘‘ sleeper’ bridge. Cross this 
and keep the riverside path to a footbridge a short three minutes’ 
walk away. Over this footbridge the path rises to the top of 
a mound commanding a fine view of the river, the bathing pool, 
and Utherstone Woods. This is an interesting corner to students 
of geology and botany. The next stile admits to open country, 
and points the path towards the river. The path is a bit broken, 
but soon leads to pleasant levels, but breaks up again near a 
stone stile leading into a winding lane. It will be well to make 
a mental note of this stile, the trees overhanging it, the old barn 
just across, and the stile near to the barn. Up on the hill is 
Hollin Wood, with Bank End to the right. 

We are again within sound of the river, and soon at Roughlee 
Hall, the celebrated ‘‘ Witch House.’? At the west end, about 
a yard from the ground, and at a corner, is a big grit block, on 
which are words indicating the name of the original occupier and 
the date at which the house was built. The chimneys at the 
east end call for special note, (See footnote.) 

Roughlee village consists of a cluster of houses, a derelict 
mill, a mill dam, a public house, a river, and fine one-span bridge. 
Higher up the stream is the waterfall, a number of houses, an old 
chapel, and Roughlee School. It is a good road forward to Barley, 


¢ 


keeping by the stream side the whole of the way. There is a wide 
variety of plants to be discovered by the river side; there is a 
wood along each side of the river, and the old mill dam is @ 
naturalist’s paradise. 


The bridge at Whitehough has the date 1864 cut in the key- 
stone of the arch on the up side. Whitehough Farm stands back 
a few yards from the path. In the facade is a tablet in three 
panels. Next along the riverside is Narrowgates, a tiny hamlet 
and a mill. By the end of the first house, and acting as a support 
for a footbridge, is a huge boulder of crinite limestone. Near to 
the mill is the lodge. Fishermen spend quiet and contemplative 
hours by this sheet of water, with angle and bait. Barley is but 
a short distance away, and is entered by way of the new bridge. 


Distance from Higherford to Barley, about four miles. 
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LEFT-HAND TABLET. 


This house was builded by Christofer Bullcocke and Jenet his wife in 
the year of Our Lord, 1593, and in the 35th year of Queen Elizabeth's 
reign. 


“ 
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RIGHT-HAND TABLET. 
Except the Lord the hous do make 
And thereunto do set His hand, 
What men do build it cannot stand; 
Likewise in vaine men undertake 
Cities and holdes to watch and warde, 
Except the Lord be their safe garde. 


“Tt may be of interest to know that an old first edition of ‘ Whitaker’s 
Whalley’ in the Manchester Free Reference Library, which is freely interleaved 
with M.S.S. notes or otherwise annotated by a former owner, there is a pen 
sketch of a tablet at Roughley (lee). 
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“A note at the side says:— 
‘inscription of a corner stone of a mansion at Roughley the property of 
‘“ Edward Parker, of Allancoate, late of the Barcrofts, said to have been 
“acquired by them as a forfeited mortgage. 

“Copied March 22nd, 1854. 
Soy second figure is indistinct, it was thought by the inhabitants to be 
‘a 4.” 


RAMBLE Ill. 


TO BARLEY. 
VIA BRIERFIELD AND NEWGHURCH. 


From Nelson go by tramcar to Brierfield Centre. Take down 
Railway Street, cross the railway, and proceed down Clitheroe 
Road. At the bottom of Clitheroe Road are good views of 
Brierfield Woods, the Waterfall and the valley Burnley way. The 
neues is called Quaker’s Bridge. There used to be only a ford 
at this point. Well up the road is an iron stile under an ash 
tree, and cinder path to another stile and gate. This is a ‘‘ near 
cut.’’? The big house on the right is Montford. It is surrounded 
by mighty beech trees. The road up from the river is all elbows 
up to this point. Here it is straight, soon gets level, and all is easy 
going up to Fence Post Office. In a recess stands the local War 
Memorial. Against the Post Office is a stile; pass through and 
keep on the path alongside the wall. A little planting of trees 
is passed through, and outside it three roads meet. Turn neither 
to the right hand nor to the left; go straight up the road in 
front, past Heights Farm, and on to the top level. Splendid views 
of Sabden Valley, Sabden Fold, Cock Clough, Faughs, and 
Newchurch-in-Pendle are obtained from about here. The two 
houses on the right are known to old Foresters as ‘‘ Dick’s at top 
o’ th’ hill,’ and the slope in the road forward as ‘‘ Nanny Maud 
Brow.’? At the bottom a stile at the left leads through pleasant 
fields to Newchurch. The houses and mill we now pass are known 
as Spenbrook. The road forward is all angles, and motorists and 
cyclists need use great caution. 

Newchurch-in-Pendle is situated on the southern slope of a 
long, low hill. It is an old world village, typically Lancashire, 
and intimately associated with the revels of Ainsworth’s witches. 
A pleasant and profitable hour can be spent examining the 
structure of the village church, the epitaphs on the tombstones, 
and the fine church porch. There is a peculiar gravestone between 
the steeple and the vicarage wall. It is known locally as ‘‘ th’ 
seoar feet gravestone.”’ The humour arises through bad word 
spacing. It is as follows: — 

‘* Rest for the toiling hand, 
Rest for the careworn brow, 
Rest for the weary way— 
Sore feet, 

Rest from all labour now.’’ 


This church, dedicated to Saint Mary, is very old. Its grave- 
stones date back centuries; its records, carefully preserved, take 
one back to the days when the wardens ‘‘ paid John Robinson 
4id. for repairs to the church door,’ “ Amos Crook 3d. for digging 


a grave,” or “ William Hargreaves 6d. for entertaining a preacher 
over the week-end.” 

There are two inns in the village. ‘‘ The Lamb’ and ‘ The 
Friendly.’’ The Vicarage stands a few yards back off the main 
road. Across from the Vicarage gates a road leads to Faughs’ 
Quarry. Here there is a splendid mass of rock, and on this rock 
face aspiring Alpinists have practised their art. On a block of 
rock someone has carved the rude outline of a face. From the 
lane top above Newchurch a fine view of Barley, Stang, Pendle, 
wide moorlands, and the road to Twiston is obtained. The descent 
into Barley by Cross Lane is steep, but the beauty of the lane 
minimises its awkwardness. Newchurch-in-Pendle, or as it is 
best known by its common name, “ th’ Kirk,”’ is Anglican; Barley 
folks are Dissenters. 

One thing will have struck you in this ramble, namely, we 
have crossed many waters, but never followed one up or down for 
a single yard. 

Distance from Brierfield to Barley, about 44 miles. Return 
uate: ee made by reversing the routes described in Rambles 1 
and 2, 


RAMBLE IV. 
FROM BARLEY TO PENDLE. 


Standing on the bridge by the chapel, and looking up stream, 
one sees the great mass of Pendle rising like a wall. At this bridge, 
between the farm wall and the river, starts the Pendle path. 
Fifty paces from Barley bridge is a plank footbridge over a tiny 
stream. At this point the path divides. Take the path to the left, 
keeping with the stream. The first farm house is Manknowles. 
Rising from the beckside nearby is a bold outcrop of Sabden 
shale. This beckside is pretty all the way along. The path along 
is a carpet of green velvet. Here pewits abound, wild ducks fly 
over, herons come occasionally, and sometimes partridges. At 
the end of the meadow path are the ruins of an old farm house. 
By this time the path touches an old lane. Up the lane are three 
farms close together. Over the doorway of the one on the right 
are the letters, ‘‘ E. B.” (Edward Buck) and the numerals 1879. 
The last farm on the left, with the ash tree by the stile, is known 
as One Tree Farm. A very rough road crosses our path here. It 
starts away to the left, and runs all along the base of Pendle to 
Hariley’s Farm. 

In front of us is a steep ravine, sheer in some places. This is 
Deep Clongh, and one of Pendle’s most interesting features. Here 
shale scree predominates. Follow the path up from the farm, get 
over the fence by the steps where the water comes under the wall, 
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keep on the right of the stream to the little waterfall in the 
corner, then carefully forward and upward into the maw of the 
clough. Rock masses just out, but exercise care; it is loose rock, 
and not safe to climb. A ridge starts from the crown of the 
centre rocks; with caution this can be easily mounted to the top 
of the clough. From the edge of the Clough keep to the left or 
well to the right to avoid a swamp. Forty yards away is a spring 
known as Green Bullyon, in which grows fresh water blink. The 
path to the summit of Pendle is met behind this spring. It leads 
along the crest of the hill, crosses the up cart road, and gradually 
forward to the cairn at the summit. 


Favoured with a clear, fine day, the following places and 
objects can be seen. Necessarily the list is vastly shortened. 
Westerly the sea gleams from the Mersey estuary, up by Lytham 
St. Annes, Blackpool, and Rossall on to Morecambe Bay. The 
tower at Blackpool looks the size of a drawing pencil. Well past 
the cliffs is Norbreck Hydro, and right of that Fleetwood Grain 
Elevator. Ships can be seen on the Ribble at Preston; the spires 
and chimneys of Preston jerk up into the smoky haze, and from 
some glass houses beyond Preston, the sun flashes a bright star. 
Away ‘beyond Fleetwood’s elevator, Black Coombe is seen; inland, 
coming north, are Scafell, Bowfell, Coniston Old Man, and their 
foothills. Coming east, we see Ingleboro’, Pennyghent, Whern- 
side, Malham Cove, the crease leading up into Goredale Scar, and 
the long line of hills behind Buckden, Kettlewell and Grassington. 
There is the sharp edge of Rylston Fell, and more east is Cowling 
Pinnacle. Right of the Pinnacle is Emmot Moor, Herders, the 
hee mass of Bouldsworth, and underneath, Wycollar Valley. 

oming south are the long moorlands overlooking Halifax Water- 
works, the high lands at the back of Cant Clough, the Roggerham 
hills, and the uplands by Maiden Cross slipping down into Cliviger. 
Heliscar Woceds show up under Monk Hall; the heights of 
Marsden and Tum Hill are distinctly seen. A hundred fields and 
meadows, woods and hedgerows, long rolling moorlands, a glint of 
the Ribble, the tower of a church, here a village, there a farm, 
yonder an outcrop of white rock; a clough, well woceded, winding 
in and out; long roads, milk white in the sunshine, taping from 
village to town, are under the eye as one walks along the summit 
of Pendle. Stand on the cairn and look along the huge ridge 
stretching away to Whalley. Iis vastness is overpowering, its 
bulk tremendous,. It seems as though it has always been so, and 
will so remain until the end of time. 


At the far end of the summit, going north, is all; in the 
wall is a gocd stone step-up stile; over the stile a path leads down 
to Robin Hood’s well. From this particular point the view is 
enchanting, embracing the wide Ribble Valley, the Bowland Fells, 
the towering Yorkshire mountains, Longridge, Kemple End on the 


far left, and Simon’s Seat on the extreme right. No scene in the 
wheie wide world so appeals to the heart of the Pendle Forester 
as do the views seen from the top of Pendle. 

There is a choice of three ways down from the top of Pendle: 
the cart road, easy and safe; the side path starting near to the 
stile in the wall, steep and slippery, but most used; or straight 
down the face of the hill. This last is not recommended. There 
are too many loose stones and little holes that are apt to trip u 
the unskilled hill climber. At the bottom of the hill turn le: 
through the gate; a dozen yards brings one to a stile on the top 
of a bank. This path leads to a farm; here turn right, passing 
end of a farm, through an iron stile and along a very dainty 
stream side into Barley. 

From Barley to top of Pendle and back, 3} miles—about. 


RAMBLE V. 
BRIERFIELD TO COCK CLOUGH. 


Ramble 8 will indicate your route from Brierfield Centre to the 
top of Montford Brow. At the top of Montford Brow at the edge 
of a triangular planting of trees, is a stile; pass through, take 
down to the stream, and forward to the farm house. This is 
Pancakes Farm. The path takes you gently forward to Fence 
Gate, where three roads meet. A sign post here indicates 
directions. Fifty yards from here, past the church, and directly 
opposite the inn, is a stile under lime trees. This path passes by 
the end of a row of lime trees at the top of the first field, and at 
this point divides. Leave the hedgerow on the right, and make 
for a stile at the top of the field. It is in the far left-hand corner. 
Pass along to a short row of cottages (Meadow Top). Past these 
cottages are two stiles; take the one to the right under the ash 
tree, go through a little wood with Moor Cotes Farm at the far 
corner. Over stone stile to Bank Farm, turn to the left; one 
minute’s walk brings you to a stile in the hedge, with a meadow 
path leading up to- Haddings Head Farm at the top. Above the 
farm is an old road; take to the left, and in two minutes you 
enter Guide Lane. From this point are fine views of Sabden 
Valley, Stainscombe Dole, Cock Clough, Driver Heights, or 
“* Liingbob,’’? Faughs, and Newchurch-in-Pendle. 

Take down the steep hill to a gate and stile on the left, pass 
through and take towards the old farm, Lowerhouses, 1592. This 
house is well worth a photograph and an inspection. You now 
enter a short old lane which opens on to a field with a stream at 
the bottom. Cross the stream and keep the path alongside it to 
the bottom of Cock Clough. The farm and the houses behind are 
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known as Sabden Fold. The old hall is probably contemporary 
with Lowerhouses, Roughlee Hall and Ashlar House at Fence. 
The clough runs right up towards the moor top. It is a beautiful 
place, and only such as are prepared to protect and preserve its 
beauties are expected to enter in. Leaving Cock Clough, pass the 
east end of the cottages and enter an old lane. Two minutes if 
you hurry, twenty minutes if you walk as you ought to do, will 
bring you to Green Top Cottages and Farm. At this point you 
will find a cluster of old-world cottages and a once noble house. 
Here is a signpost—Burnley, Sabden, Barley. Take the 
Barley road. The first rise is Sadler Brow, leading to Driver 
Heights Farm (Lingbob) on the left, and Well Head Farm on the 
right. This hillside road commands splendid views of the valley 
below; a valley steeped in romance, legend, lore and love. Soon 
you pass the entrance into Faughs Quarry and arrive at New- 
church-in-Pendle, when you make your way back by Spenbrook, 
Fence, and Quaker’s Bridge to Brierfield. 
Distance from Brierfield, about 8 miles. 


RAMBLE VI. 


TO WHIMBERRY CLOUGH. 


The Cock Clough ramble can be extended to Whimberry 
Clough. On the Newchurch-in-Pendle side of Cock Clough is a 
moor gate; pass through and keep on track running near to the 
Clough. At the top of the clough is another gate near to a ruined 
barn. By this gate a stream enters Cock Clough. This stream 
rises away on Spence Moor. To the right of the stream a thin 
track marks the way up the ridge. Keep the stream on your 
left and the barn at your back, take a diagonal course up and over 
the moor. In front of you is a long wall. Your track will bring 
you to a gate at a double-angled corner. When through the gate 
turn quick to the right, following the wall with your face towards 
Pendle. You are now on Spence Moor. From the edge of this 
moor you will look down into Ogden Clough. A track follows 
close to the wall into the bottom, and continues to the under 
Pendle farms. Another track starts a few yards higher up the 
moor and is difficult to find. Great care must be used in going 
down this long, steep slope. If you are not used to fell walking, 
never attempt this ramble if the day be dull or misty. It is not 
wise 

Looking across from Spence Moor you will see, opening out 
on to Ogden Clough, a narrow, steep ravine. That is Whimberry 
Clough. Cross the stream at the bottom, make your way over the 
long medley of stones, and enter Fairyland. The sides of this 
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clough are steep, high, and well covered with grass, heather and 
bracken. At the bottom of a cascade is a tiny holly tree, the only 
one I know on Pendle. Well up this clough, on the left side, 
under a big jumble of rocks, is a rude circle of stones and seats, 
used, I judge, by farmers and keepers as a resting place. 

Follow the stream up, noting its beautiful configuration, its 
bed of solid rock, its hundred pools and tiny waterfalls, the ferns, 
mosses, lichen, bracken and heather. Well up, the clough turns 
quickly to the left, and above a stony corner almost peters out. 
Just here is a shallow, grassy recess, and on top of it a rough cart 
track. Stand a moment on this track, fix your gaze towards the 
highest part of the hill, which is about north north-east, and 
keeping in that direction, twenty minutes’ easy walking will bring 
you to the summit cairn. If you get too much to the right you 
will unknowingly get on a tempting slope, and find yourself part 
way down Deep Slough, You will soon come to the cart road 
above Lister Delph, a few minutes from the summit. From the 
far edge, above Robin Hood’s Well, you look down on Pendle 
Bridge; the clough below is Ravensholme; lower down still you 
see Hill Foot, Higson, and beyond, the roofs of Rimington. 
Coming west, the gaze rests on Worston, Warsaw Hill, Downham 
and the Ribble below Sawley. 

Returning, a change can be had from the bottom of Pendle. 
There is an old road leading behind the farm at the bottom of the 
hill. This road will bring you out on the Gisburn Road about a 
mile out of Barley. Before you reach Barley a step-up-stile near 
a motor index sign will lead you through two pretty meadows. 
You will enter Barley at Grange Farm. This ramble from Brier- 
field to Cock Clough, forward to Whimberry Clough, and over 
Pendle, is an easy eight-hours’ walk. 


RAMBLE VII. 


FOLLOWING OGDEN TO SUMMIT OF 
PENDLE. 


To thoroughly enjoy Pendle it is useful to know its principal 
points of vantage. Once these are learned by experience, the 
rambler will have no difficulty in making diversions, and dis- 
covering many of the old hill’s ancient secrets. Pendle is a 
tremendous hill, long, broad, and ponderous; full of lines, cracks, 
gullies, cloughs; exposing rocks, screes, precipices and slopes 
around and about which one must exercise the greatest care and 
caution. There are waterfalls of grace and beauty; heather 
patches that glow a full ripe purple; bracken beds parrot green in 
spring, and dull copper under the hot September sun. There are 
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extending acres of whin dazzling in colours more varied than 
Joseph’s coat; beds of moss, thick, deep, water-soaked, in 
shadings of emerald green to the darker tones of myrtle and 
rhododendron; there are sheaves of rushes, sweet, sappy and 
delicately tapering, and grass that is sea green in May, yet blushes 
red as the rose from December until Spring. 

Pendle is subject to sudden mists that come sweeping alon, 
in huge banks miles wide, and of great height. Pendle plays with 
the hurricane, and at such times, if you have to creep in places on 
your hands and knees, your experience will not be unusual. A 
gale may be whirling and drumming along the top of the hill, yet 
twelve feet down the breast you may be in a perfect calm. In 
winter you may engage in the art of step cutting in the frozen 
snow, enjoy a glissade from top to bottom of the breast, walk over 
snowdrifts fifteen feet deep, step on ice as blue as April’s sky, and 
solid as marble, pass pools frozen over with a rime light as down, 
delicate as a spider’s web, and more artful than Nottingham lace; 
you may find yourself armpit deep in snow, or feel it drivin 
against your face like a sandblast. One can only gather hil 
knowledge and fell craft by actual experience. 

I am supposing you are now at the bottom of Ogden Clough, 
with Whimberry Clough on your right, and Ogden No. 1 Reservoir 
behind you. You will be struck, as you look up to your left, at 
the great height of the slope you have come down. The right side 
of Ogden is gentle in outline, falling back easily and softly in 
gently rounded ledges. There is no regulation path by the water- 
side; you go first on one side, then the other, as you please. There 
are numerous tiny waterfalls, and the sound of waterbells ever 
ding-dongs in your ears. 

You are now in a part of Pendle where you feel a thousand 
miles from anywhere. 

About three-quarters of a mile from Whimberry Clough you 
come to a corner where is a face of rock, a mountain ash tree, and 
loose stones. In this rock is cut a name and date, and years ago 
there was a semi-roof jutting from the rock, making it look like 
a sentry box gone astray. igher up is a neb of rocks with pools 
and waterfalls under. Do not monkey about those rocks, or 
attempt to climb them: it isn’t safe. I know! 

From here the clough bends to the right; the stream narrows, 
the high banks creep closer in; peat banks and black peat gullies 
shew on the right; the pools are shallower, and the stream bottom 
covered in places with long tresses of algea. A line of shooting 
butts dot the right side of Ogden. Where the stream thins out 
to a trickle at a point where it comes under a wall, mount the bluff 
at your right, and in ten minutes you will be at the top of Pendle. 

From Whimberry Clough to the top of Pendle, following the 
watercourse, will prove an interesting two miles. 
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RAMBLE VIII. 


ACROSS PENDLE TO WORSTON, 
DOWNHAM AND TWISTON. 


This is a full day’s ramble. You will need two meals, to be 
eaten out in the open. This ramble is a continuation of the one 
to Whimberry Clough, so I am supposing you have made your 
way into Ogden, and are standing at the entrance to Whimberry 
Clough. Where you stand at the broken stones, you will notice 
that Ogden and Whimberry Cloughs form a rude angle, and that 
from the apex of this angle a bracken-covered mound gently rises, 
free from rocks and cracks. Go up this mound; at the top keep 
in a north westerly direction, taking care not to get too low 
down the moor, nor too eager to mount the higher ground on the 
right. Sheep tracks follow a water trickle for a short distance; 
then there are peat cracks to leap, or go down and climb me Be 
careful not to slip, for a slip is more dirty than dangerous. ‘Twenty 
minutes’ easy going from the top of the rise out of Ogden will see 
you meeting the upper curve of Ogden stream, and if you touch it 
to the right of the top shooting butt and where is a deep peat 
erack, you are in luck. 


Cross the stream, take the short, steep, grass-ledged rise, and 
from the top go due north-west across the second part of Pendle. 
This part is humpy, with soggy water-holes, so mind your feet. 
Ten minutes brings you to a trickle of water running west; follow 
this, when you will come to the top of Brast, or Ess Clough. The 
descent offers three paths. You may use the big scree on the 
right, take a faint track under the scree and above the stream, or 
follow the bed of the stream itself. Be canny on the scree, 
cautious along the track, and extremely careful following the 
watercourse. This is the wildest ravine in Pendle, must be seen 
to be believed, and in all weathers to be appreciated. At the 
bottom of the clough, looking back from the shale outcrop, you 
will seo seven waterfalls in succession, and a cascade hundreds of 
feet long. 
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At the bottom, in a wall corner, is a stile. Go over, keeping 
the wall on the right, to the wood at the bottom. This is Mearley 
Wood; Mearley Hall is at the other end of the wood. Pass through 
the yard, down the narrow cart road to the gate. Here turn left 
for a few yards, stand under the giant ash tree by the bridge, look 
back, and feast on a scene of cantivalli splendour | 


Retrace your steps, pass the gate, and forward to another 
gate fifty yards along the path. Here you come to a large field; 
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the path follows a stake fence dividing grain land from pasture. 
At the end of this field is a copse and a stile over a trickle of 
water. This field path brings you to a garden wall, a cottage, a 
stile, by some outhouses, along a strip of waterside to a stone 
bridge with a modern house on your right, and an ancient house 
with armorial bearings over the door on your left across the 
stream. This is Worston village. Turn down the lane to a gate 
on the right; go through, with the stream on your left, and a 
walled-round well on your right, along a miry lane to where a 
limestone block spans the stream. Through a narrow stile, and 
the length of a big field, then a meadow to Warsaw End Farm. 
You have no sooner passed through one gate than you open 
another, keeping by the wall side. Warsaw Hill, 725 feet, is on 
your left. The next stile is awkward. The path leads to a 
planting of trees at a stile with a meadow on your right. Ten 
minutes brings you to Downham. A little, low bridge, is down at 
the bottom of the green; beyond is the main road through the 
village, and at the top of the rise is the church of St. Leonard. 


Leaving the bow bridge on your left, pass in front of a few 
old houses to a stile in a corner near a rockery. The path keeps 
to the stream for a short distance, then bends right to a stile in a 
wall; then ploughed land, a stairway stile, and a big field finishing 
at a hedge-side runnel. Another stile, a meadow, and path to a 
high stile under trees. Here turn at right angles up to a high 
wall; over this wall is an old quarry. Note the hugs block of 
tooled limestone. 


On leaving the quarry get to the wall, follow path through @ 
big, flat field to an old g Bone under a thorn hedge. Keep on 
road to where the hedge angles to the right; turn with the hedge 
to bottom of slope to stream at the mill dam. Mount stile, Bo 
against stream to wooden handbridge, enter meadow and pass the 
barn, taking upwards to the stile. This is Twiston Clough; 
Ravensholme is higher up, and beyond all the huge bulk of Pandls, 
This path brings you out at Hill Foot. From here take the narrow 
lane on the offside of the barn, when you will enter the main 
Gisburn road near to a stone water trough. Turn your face now 
Pendlewards, and an hour’s easy walk will bring you to Barley 
at the Grange Farm end of the village. 


It is absolutely impossible in this short guide to give more 
than a brief outline of the paths to follow on this ramble. To do 
justice to this ramble would occupy many pages of a book. Follow 
the directions given, and, let your eyes, brain and heart do the 
rest. 


This ramble, from beginning to end, is a good eighteen miles, 
and each mile a mile of interest. 


RAMBLE IX. 
BYWAYS BEHIND ROUGHLEE HALL. 


As this is not a long, hard ramble, you may, if you wish, walk 
the whole of the distance. Or you may go by tramcar to Higher- 
ford. The stretch from the tram terminus to Watermeetings 
Farm is known as the Holmes. Cross the sleeper bridge, keep to 
the river, mount White Lee, as the know] above the hen pens is 
termed, through the stile, along the field to the stile at the bend 
of the lane as described in Ramble 2. Across from the stile is a 
wall; thirty paces down the lane is an outbarn; a trifle this side 
of the barn is a stile snicked out of the wall. There is no mis- 
taking the path as it passes behind the barn. Looking forward 
you will see Bank End Farm, Hollin Wood, Banks, and Brown 
Hill. The first meadow ends where a low wall at the right pushes 
the stile into the rose bushes. The next meadow is longer than 
broad, and the path through leads to a stile opening on to a 
typical Pendle Forest cow lane. The first farm is Middle Wood 
Farm. There are three gates here, almost cheek by jowl. From 
the next farm, Hollin Farm, a short slip lane, called the Rake, 
leads down to Roughlee Hall. Near to the shippon at Hollin Farm 
is a two-step-up stile to a meadow. This path finishes at a ditch 
with stones inset. Catstep the stones, mount the stile and ‘‘ over 
the top ’’ into a big meadow. The path keeps to the hedge to a 
four-step stile; follow path to an iron five-barred gate and a stone 
stile. This lane is called Back Lane, and is commonly thought 
to be an old Roman road. It will bring you out at Stang Top. 
Go the whole length of this lane to where the trees leave off, and 
a road branches to the right. 

Having rested and looked round, retrace steps a short distance 
to a stile of eight steps up on your right; take the slanting path 
through the meadow to the stile in the far corner. Near to a 
double trunked tree is a stile still having on one side a wooden 
stake, and on the other side a block of grit stone. Follow the 
next hedge until you seea narrow stile near to a hazel and a bird 
cherry tree; it is four steps down on the over side, the path 
leading to four trees. The second tree is really two trees, an alder 
and a mountain ash, growing apparently, though not actually, 
from one root. The next stile, under a holly bush, is a bit 
awkward, passing you into another meadow, which you leave 
through a narrow stile opening on to a rushy field. Turn to the 
left to get out of this field; you will come to a hedge and an old 
cow lane, and soon be at Dam Head Farm. The new road and 
river are at hand, and Happy Valley near by. Go up Ridge Lane, 
at the top enter on the Golf Links, pass the Catholic Cemetery, 
cross the Barrowford Road, enter the occupation read leading to 
Laund Farm and Parrock, and in a few minutes you are at 
Victoria Park, This is a nice easy walk, and can be comfortably 
done in four hours. 
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RAMBLE X. 


BYPATH TO BARLEY. 


Pendle Forest is favoured in having so many old-fashioned 
cow lanes, slip roads and bypaths. These generally branch from a 
main or secondary road, and serve one or more farms. Reverse 
the ramble described in Ramble 9 from Nelson Centre to Happy 
Valley. From Happy Valley pass the end of Thorneyholme Square 
along the new road to where a shady lane, steep but smooth, goes 
towards the bridge at the bottom. This is Lovers’ Lane. It ends 
at the bridge. Just past the bridge, at the far end of the garden 
wall, is the gateway to Whitehough Farm and Fold. On a low 
mound are a few cottages; to the left of them is Whittaker Farm. 
Go in front of this farm, pass round the corner, through a gate, 
and get on to the upward path. This path, which very ae people 
knew about, leads through pleasant meadows and herby fields, and 
commands aspects unseen from the river path. The high ridge 
is a continuation of Brown Hill, Hollin Top, and Offa Hill, and 
follows from Stang Top in diminuendo to the stream side at 
Barley. Looking backwards, a good view of Bouldsworth, 
Wycollar Dene and Herders can be enjoyed. The view immediately 
tele is interesting. The stiles along this path are a bit awkward, 
but none the less pretty, after their kind. Across the valley is 
the long, ascending hill from Thorneyholme on to Cross Lane, and 
forward to the lonely heights of Spence Moor. The deep cleavage 
of Ogden, and the dark ravine of Deep Clough, are plain to. be 
seen. Pendle is rising into view, and to the left between Buttock 
and Far Banks, is seen the straight line of the Ogden No. 3 
Reservoir and the water tower turret. The house down the slope 
on your left is Stang Laithe; at the bottom is Narrowgates Mill, 
mill-dam, the caul, and the steep bank to Higher Narrowgates. 


At the highest point of this path is seen one of the most 
imposing views of Pendle that it is possible to obtain. Tits 
tremendous mass dwarfs by its concrete solidity all other features 
in the landscape. Between Pendle and you lies a long, wide, deep 
valley ; to your right is Upperhouses, and beyond them Black Moss 
Reservoirs. The path keeps near to the top of the meadow, comes 
to a clump of holly trees, over a stile one step up, four steps down, 
to a field, the path finishing at a stone stile in the wall. Turn to 
the left down the reservoir road, entering Barley at Grange Farm. 
This bypath can be recommended for its points of unusual interest. 


Distance from Nelson to Barley and back, about eight miles. 
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RAMBLE XI. 
BY BRIDLE TO BLACK MOSS. 


The instructions in the last chapter will serve for this as far as 
Whitehough Fold. An old lane runs behind Lower Whitehough 
Farm; at the rear of the farm is a pretty well, next it is an out- 
barn, stables and a building with a tablet above the door, on which 
is inscribed :— 4 

W. B. 


Oct. 5, 
1835. 

The road passes under tall and stately trees. On the right is 
Whitehough Wood. The wall on the left finishes at a gate, and 
from this gate an unusual view of Ogden and part of Pendle is 
obtained. ‘Through the gate at the right is a field path to Alec. 
‘Wood, Offa and Intake Farms, and Stang Lane. Up the lane is 
Middle Whitehough Farm. By the end of the barn is an old stone 
trough with ‘‘ C.R.”? beautifully cut out on the front. Behind 
Middle Whitehough, the lane narrows, though its beauty sweet 
increases. At the top of the lane, at stile and gate on the left, 
is the path towards the moor wall. Make for the gateway in the 
wall. The farm in the field behind is Higher Whitehough. The 
stile you pass through is wide enough to admit the passage of a 
horse, and in the old days was used for that purpose. This used 
to be a bridle road over Stang Top. A thin track leads to a 
disused quarry at the top of the hill; right of the quarry is a gate 
and stile opening on to Stang Lane. Turn to the left, and passing 
Stang Top Farm, go over a four-steps stile on the left across from 
a water trough. The path runs cater-corner to a stile four steps 
up, five steps down, and puts you on the path to Black Moss 
Farm. The road will bring you to where a stream crosses the 
lane; pass through stile on left, and follow stream to where it 
enters Black Moss Reservoir. At the end of the reservoir wall 
take cow lane to the houses on the right, The first one, standing 
in a garden, is Foot House Gate. Over the doorway is the 
following inscription :— 

JIM & JIT &I 
1616 B.B. NREN 
You will notice that the connecting bar in the first N slopes from 
opposite sides to the last N. 

At the corner where the shippon joins a wall is a wicket gate, 
pass through, and coming to the reservoir wall, follow along to the 
end to the iron stile. Turn left, follow grass path to an old ruin, 
and soon you are at Over Houses, or as some call them, Upper- 
houses. Stepping over the bridge, go through stile on the right, 
keep by stream side, and soon you are in Barley. This ramble is 
an easy afternoon and evening’s walk. 


RAMBLE XI. 


ADMERGILL, FIRBIR AND STANG TOP. 


Ramble 2 of these rambles will direct you as far as Water- 
meetings Farm, from which place you enter upon new ground. 
Keep along the stream until you reach the footbridge; a hundred 
paces from the bridge are two low thorn bushes; not far away are 
three alder trees, and close to these alders is the path. Uther- 
stone Woods and the river are behind you, a tributary to Pendle 
Water is down at your right. This path leads across wide fields 
to a long row of beech trees (10) and sycamores (3) to Blacko Foot 
Farm. The views down dale, in front, or to the right are full of 
interest and beauty. 


On a tumulus to the right is Blacko Tower; away up the 
valley to the left is the chimney stack at Spenbrook; in front is 
Hollin Wood, Bank End Farm, and a purple slice of Burnt Moor. 
At Blacko Foot Farm you enter the highway; turn quick to the 
right till you come to a spiked rail bridge over a beck; left of 
the bridge, under a sycamore tree, is a stone stile three steps up, 
five down, to the waterside. You are never far from the stream 
now for quite a long way. This is a lazy way all along through 
Bell Wood to a planting of trees close to a new County Council 
bridge. Step up the flight of eleven steps, cross the 1914 bridge, 
descend the nine steps to the slab bridge, and keep on the left 
side of the stream. At a point well up stream, at a rise of the 
bank, the path comes to a broken cart way. Near here a foot- 
bridge spans the stream. Turn quick to the left here, through a 
meadow, to a stone stile with a stoop in front. Through this 
stile, keep to the left and into a second meadow, when you will 
come to a stile of two broad flakes of stone, a plank to step along, 
and two steps down. Lower Admergill Farm is down by the 
stream side, and above is Higher Admergill Farm. 


Out of this meadow the path takes up alongside a thorn hedge 
and leads direct to Burnt Moor End Farm. ‘ The front of this 
house is at the rear.’’ Pass the kitchen door, get to the stream, go 
over the two-step stile, take the gentle rise to Jackson House 
Farm, and passing near to it, make for the three-steps-up stile 
in the top far corner. Over this stile veer slightly to the right 
along the moorland path. Ten minutes easy walk brings you to 
a three-steps stile in a wall. Before leaving this stile take a 
good look back towards Barrowford, Nelson, Burnley and the hills 
beyond. 


From Higherford to this point, distance about three miles 
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RAMBLE XIII. 


ADMERGILL, FIRBIR AND STANG TOP. 


(ContrnvEp). 


If you feel you can manage forward, the path will lead you 
to an elevation of 1,250 feet above sea level. From this point is 
seen some of the grandest vistas in England. There are Black 
Moss Reservoirs; away behind them Spence Moor, Ogden Clough, 
and the massive bulk of Pendle. At your feet lies Rimington 
Moor, with its uncertain track leading to Higher Ghyll. Beyond 
the moor the ground eases down to the Ribble. Away down is 
Longridge. Hill follows hill until you see uprearing mighty 
Ingleboro’, Pennyghent, and Whernside, with their wide acres of 
moorland, fields and meadows. 


Down on the flat you see Firbir House Farm. The path 
passes in front of the farm to a three-stone-steps stile on to a 
meadow. At a stream is another three-steps stile taking on into 
Green Hill Meadow. Exercise care at this point. The path goes 
the length of the meadow; at the end turn to the right without 
leaving the meadow, keeping stream and deep ditch at your left. 
Out of Green Hill Meadow you step on to moorland, and make 
your way to Higher Black Moss Farm. Pass over the cobbles, 
in front of farm kitchen, to a stile, three steps up and four down, 
cross the wide meadow with Mountain Farm up to your left. Go 
through the wooden stakes stile, cross a little meadow to a step- 
over stile near to a planting of young trees. Over the stream, up 
the other side, along and across the wide field to the wall by the 
side of a deep fenced-round pit. The stile, two steps up and five 
down, is near to a signpost stating, ‘‘ Blacko 13 miles, Roughlee 
11/5 miles, Chatburn 4} miles.’’ Take the Roughlee Road, pass 
Stang Top Farm, and when a few yards past, step into a bay in 
the wall and ‘ feast thine eyes.” Keep along this road until you 
come to a four-barred gate and a stile under four plane trees, 
and one silver birch, on the right hand side of the road. The 
path passes Intake Farm. Keep to the path from the farm that 
hugs the hedgerow, cross a field or two, and you are soon at Alec 
Wood. With field at your left and hedge and meadow at your 
right, you are soon in the old occupation road leading down to 
Whitehough. Cross the bridge, go through the stile, keep to 
the river path with Clogger Hoile Field on your right. You are 
soon at Thorneyholme Farm, with Ridge Lane in front showing 
you your way to Nelson. 


This full ramble, from Higherford to Nelson, via Admergill 
and Firbir, will be about nine miles. 


RAMBLE XIv. 


WYCOLLAR DENE. 


Take tram car from top of Leeds Road, Nelson, to Colne 
Station. ’Bus from there to Laneshawbridge. After leaving 
Colne the route becomes ve interesting. Leaving the 
’bus at the terminus, take the first turn on the right, 
this is School Lane, to the County Council bridge at 
the bottom. The row of houses near by is Carriers’ 
Row. The road you take passes in front. At the end of Carriers’ 
Row is a two-steps-up stone stile in the wall on the left. The 
path follows close to the river, and fringes the edge of the golf 
links. It is field and meadow all the way up to a point where 
the path touches an old road running in front of the Colne 
Corporation pumping station. Wycollar village is a few strides 
away; you enter 1t over an old bridge. Wycollar is composed of 
old halls, winding lanes, arched and slab bridges, a lovely stream 
and a plentiful supply of pools and waterfalls. Well up the 
village is the main road to Trawden and Winewall. At this 
corner is a building with an inset tablet on which are the following 
letters and date :— 

IF. MF 1693. 


The slab bridge near the old hall is one of the finest examples 
of its kind in the district. The old hall is noted for its fireplace, 
the air of mystery that surrounds it, its associations with the 
Brontes, and that it is the ‘‘ Ferndene”’ of ‘‘ Jane Eyre.’’ Up 
stream, towering over a form under a wall, is the finest plane 
tree in this part of Lancashire. 

There is accommodation in plenty for visitors. Hours can 
pleasantly and profitably be spent around Wycollar inspecting 
the old houses with their quaint doorways, windows, and gables; 
loitering by the river, sitting by the pools, and leaning upon its 
ancient bridges. 

A whole day can be spent at Wycollar. 


RAMBLE XV. 


WYCOLLAR TO TRAWDEN. 


Take up the sunken cart road at the slab bridge; it is rutty 
at first, but improves near the top. Near the top the path leaves 
the road and mounts the bank on the right. From the top the 
view may be described as extensive, including Pendle in the west, 
long rolling moorlands Yorkshirewards, Coombe Hill, 1,557 feet, 
the wide gap between Coombe Hill and Crow Hill on the Boulds- 
worth range, to Bouldsworth, 1,700 feet above sea level. 


. 


The path passes near to a solitary thorn, and leads to a stile 
of peculiar construction. Four walls meet, at three of the four 
corners paths converge, each path leading to its particular stile. 
Each stile is four steps up, the top steps forming a platform. 
This first one is known as ‘‘ Big Pulpit Stile,’ the next one is 
called “ Little Pulpit Stile.’ The path keeps along wall to 
“Little Pulpit Stile,’ and forward to New House Farm, 
approached by a stile of six steps. Pass front of farm to one-step 
stile, then by the side of a stone wall to Little Laithe Farm. 
From here the path enters a big field with a descent to Alder- 
barrow Farm. The path is to the left of the farm, is steep and 
enters the lane under a bunch of trees. It is about here where 
the village of Trawden ends—or begins. Ten minutes’ walk 
brings you to the tram lines at the top of a steep slope; from the 
bottom the cars start for Colne and Nelson. 

This serves as a change from returning to Laneshawbridge 
‘‘in your tracks.’’ 


RAMBLE XVI. 
BRIERFIELD WOODS. 


From the Centre, Brierfield, go down Railway Street, cross 
the railway lines, proceed down Clitheroe Road to Quaker’s 
Bridge. On the low side the road leads to Jewel Mill, and can 
be followed direct to Padiham. Looking up stream the view is 
fine when the river is up. The path to the woods passes in front 
of Harry Stanworth’s shop, on to a goit, the waterfall, and to 
where a low road leads to Wood Nook Farm. The upper road 
passes right through the wood, has off-branches to farms, goes 
on to Wheatley Laithe Farm, and ceasing there as a road, joins 
up to a road leading to Wheatley Lane. A prominent feature in 
the wood is a mass of rock over a deep clough. 

This is a spot where one may linger and enjoy a perfect 
example of sylvan beauty. There is Raven Clough, and the farm 
at its head, Raven Clough Farm. There are many fine trees in 
this wood, but not one single chestnut to my knowledge. The 
beech trees are noble in proportion and majestic in size. The 
occupation road on the left of Raven Clough leads up to the farm; 
from this farm another path, very pretty, makes a pleasant 
passage to ‘‘ Cockshott Boothman’s,’’ or Higher Old Laund, and 
Grange Farm. Passing through the iron stile under a silver 
birch, you enter the second portion of Brierfield Wood. Old 
Laund Farm is in the bottom, across the stream. Hereabouts 
are a number of scented poplar trees. The clough you pass at 
this spot runs well up tewards Wheatley Lane. Old Laund is 
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mostly in ruins, still there are two windows and an old fireplace 
worthy of inspection. 

This district is rich in flora, and I have been fortunate in 
discovering a few specimens of Epipactes latifolia. Wild birds 
are abundant; seagulls come up to the river in hundreds. Side 
paths abound, and if followed will lead out to some part of 
Wheatley Lane. Following the road through the wood, you come 
to Wheatley Laithe Farm. The path keeps alongside a little beck, 
by the side of a hedge bordering a big square field, along the top 
side and on to the Inghamite Chapel. Hereabouts are three 
exceptionally fine plane trees well worth noting. The main road 
is close to the Chapel House. To the left leads to Fence, to the 
right to Carr Hall Road, for Nelson. 

This is an easy afternoon’s walk of about 4 miles. 


RAMBLE XVII. 
HODGEON STONES. 


This place is known to but few people in Nelson and Brierfield. 
Yet it is one of the prettiest bits of woodland anywhere between 
Whalley and Wycollar. Ramble 5 will give you the route from 
Brierfield Centre to Fence Gate. At Fence Gate is a signpost— 
Burnley 3} miles, Barrowford 3 miles, Padiham 8} miles. Keep 
along the Padiham Road to as far as the next sign post. You 
will pass three interesting houses, all on the left side of the road; 
first, Hewn Atchelor; second, Lower White Lees, or ‘‘ Chain 
House ’’; and third, Acre House. From the sign post take the 
Sabden Fold Road. When the trees leave off walls begin, and at 
a four-barred gate and stile on your left enter the fields, going in 
an upward direction towards the farm on the ridge, Height Farm. 
At the end of the farm mount the three steps up, one down, stone 
stile; forward through a small pasture, and on to the old Roman 
Road. Turn left, and as you go along the views you will get into 
the Sabden Valley or the Burllley Basin will surprise and delight 
you. From parts of this lane you will see as far as the hills 
beyond Darwen, looking west; the long low end of Pendle lies 
across the Sabden Valley; in Pendle you see Churn Clough, 
Stainscombe Dole, Bank Hill, Hob Wood, Cock Clough, and far 
back the neb of Pendle’s summit. 

The first farm along the lane is Hill Top Farm; past the farm, 
at three lane ends is a sign post—Colne 6 miles, Burnley 51 miles; 
Whalley 5 miles. Keep to the Whalley Road till you come to the 
top of Sabden Brow, with the Padiham, Colne, Whalley indicators. 
Across the valley above Sabden, at the top of the steep Clitheroe 
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- Road, is the notched-out section of hill called ‘‘ Th’ Nick 07 
Pendle.”’ Left of ‘‘ Th’ Nick ’’ is Wiswell Moor; to right Churn 
Clough and a mass of rocks called Deer Stones. © 

Gina the lane, keeping on the Whalley Road, and in a few 
minutes you are in Read Wood. If this wood was in the Isle of 
Man, or up Ingleton way, you would be charged sixpence to enter 
it. At four lane ends is a signpost—Colne 7} miles, Sabden 1 
mile, Whalley 3 miles, Simonstone. At this road top is the 
keeper’s cottage; the date 1803 under the initial R.A.F. indicate 
its age and the builder’s name, Rachel Ann Fort. This is Black 
Hill Cottage. Past the cottage the road narrows, but loses none 
of its beauty. Keep along this road until you come to a stile on 
your right, with a wicket door against a five-barred gate. Pass 
through, keep to the wall to a pagel nats stone stile in the 
corner. Over this stile you enter a big sloping pasture; the path 
keeps near the wall within a short distance of a scrubby tree, 
when it bends towards the wood, coming soon to a three-step 
stile under an ash tree. Make straight down to the rough road 
at the bottom of the field, then to your right to a stile of four 
stone steps, under an oak tree. Read Wood Farm is down at 
your left; forward is Whalley Nab and Clerk Hill, and between 
the Nab and the hill you get a glimpse of the Fylde district from 
the old road you left at the wicketgate. Over the stile you are 
in the lower part of Read Wood, and this particular portion is 
known as Hodgeon Stones, 

The exit is by a timber stile and a stone stairway into a field, 
the path leading to a sleeper bridge under a crab tree. Over the 
bridge are two paths; take the one going against the stream. 
You will go down and through a little clough; look for three trees, 
cross at that point, mount the slope to a wooden step-over stile, 
and keep by the hedge to Wiswell Moor Bottom Farm. Clear 
of the farm, pass up long road to the Whalley-Sabden road. Take 
to the right and in the direction of Sabden, a few minutes walk 
away. From Sabden you may take the main road to Padiham, 
and just before entering Padiham take a road to the left, passing 
snee Fir Trees, Higham and Fence to either Brierfield or 

elson. 

This is a Saturday afternoon and evening’s walk; distance, 
about twelve miles. 
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RAMBLE XVIII. 
SABDEN TO BRIERFIELD. 


In the centre of Sabden Village is a three-handed signpost— 
Clitheroe 33 miles, Whalley 34 miles, Padibham 23 miles. Facing 
the signpost is Wesley Street; go the length of this street, and at 
the top you come to Hey Houses. Pass the triangular patch of 


green with the lamp post at your right hand, a few old houses — 
on your left, and make towards an old house in a tiny garden. 
- The Road is on the right of a yew tree. It is York Road, and 
brings you to New York Farm. The road forward is narrow, and 
leads to a stile and gate in the road. Take the occupation road 
to the left and upwards leading towards Bank Hill. The first 
dwelling you come to is Ratten Clough Farm. The road slips 
behind the farm and touches the top of Ratten Clough. You are 
H now close up against Bank Hill. Pass the outbarn near the ash 
tree to the stone stile of two steps. Here the path drops towards 
Stainscombe with Hob Wood Farm down at your right. Down 
the road to a five-barred gate, ford the shallow stream, pass 
behind Woodhouse Farm, and you enter on a long, fairly straight 
lane, which is like the curate’s egg, ‘‘ good in parts.” At the 
east end of this lane is Lower Lane Farm, two minutes walk from 
Sabden Fold and Cock Clough. At the end of the lane go with 
the stream, passing Old House Farm (a new building) on your 
left. Lower Houses (1592) is the next abode, and the farm road 
from here puts you on to Haddings Head Road, as this lower part 
of Guide Lane is called. In a few minutes you are at the sign 
post at the opening into Guide Lane. From here you can make 
your way to Brierfield, Nelson, or Barrowford. This walk must 
be undertaken to be believed. 


RAMBLE XIX. 


COLNE TO NOYNA AND 
LANESHAWBRIDGE. 


' From Nelson Centre go by tram car (Laneshawbridge or 
Trawden) to Skipton Road Top, Colne. Go along Skipton Road 
for a little over half a mile to where four roads meet at the end 
of the last rows of houses. At the lane ends is a signpost, one 
arm directing to Castle Road. Keep to this road until you see 
in the second field on the left a gap stile and a flagged path 
leading to a planting on the hill slope. At this planting a stile 
of four steps puts you down on the highway. A few steps brings 

ou to a stile on the right side of the road. Go through, pass 
feows Hill Cottage, mount the two-steps stile to a three-steps 
stile lower down the meadow. The path brings you to the head 
of Brown Hill Reservoir. There are three reservoirs: Brown Hill, 
New, and Foulridge. The stream entering this top reservoir is 
called King’s Beck. The path passes Lower Clough Farm, mounts 
a three-step stile, and enters a meadow; at the end of this meadow 


a stone stile gives on to a slab bridge; cross the slab, keep to 
the path by the planting, enter pasture land and make for a ~ 
long row of beech trees. Beyond the trees is White House; pass 
behind, follow cart ruts to narrow stile against a five-barred gate. 
Enter the old stony road, turn to the left, and in a few minutes 
you are at Noyna Hall. Over the doorway is an inset keystone 
on which is a Latin motto and the name, Gill Barcroft. Note the 
ponderous stone drinking trough nearby. Right of the trough a 
three-steps stile puts you on to a path cutting through the 
middle of a field. You get a better view of Pendle from this field 
than from the top of Noyna. 


The next stile puts you into a meadow, and the path finishes 
at a three-steps stile by the Colne-Foulridge road. This par- 
ticular section of the road is called ‘‘ The Rake.’’ The house 
across is Noyna Bottom Farm. On the Colne side of this house 
is a stone stairway to a stile in a high wall; the three steps down 
on the other side puts you on to the slope of a rising field. Cross 
this field, mount the three steps of the next stile, and you are at 
the foot of the finest outcrop of millstone grit in Lancashire: 
Noyna Rocks. You can try your skill at rock-climbing if you 
care to on these rocks. 


From these rocks the views are extensive and inspiring. East 
lies Great Edge; beyond Emmott Moor, Combe Hill, and the long 
sweep of Bouldsworth. Following that hill, the eye sweeps round _ 
to the high hills and vast moors beyond Burnley. Southward 
and westwards uprear the Portsmouth and Holme hills; 
Hambledon links up, whilst blocking the western horizon reposes 
Pendle, the irresistible. 

Leave Noyna Rocks by the east side; pass through the stile 
in the wall at the bottom, cross the next field to a stile near a 
hillside stream; the path is easily followed up to a gap stile in a 
wall by an outbuilding; here turn to the right, pass under a tall 
ash tree to a stile of four steps down at Noyna End Farm. Turn 
to the right, until you come to a gate on your left; against this 
gate is a stone stile with a swing door, and a few strides away is 
a deep gap still admitting to a low field. Use this stile, and the 
moment you are through turn to the left, when sixteen strides 
will bring you to a two-steps-up and four-down stile to the beck 
side. Mount the stone stairway and cross wide meadow to a 
boundary wall. A flagged path points out the way to Bent Laithe 
Farm. Pass the front of the house, and from the garden corner 
will be seen a large meadow, flagged part way through. The path 
comes to a four-steps-up and two-down stile, and follows under a 
wall to a swing door at New House Farm. The path from here 
connects with an occupation road. At the end is a gate and one- 
step stile leading to Salter Syke Farm. From here the path leads 
direct to another farm also called Salter Syke Farm. At this 


farm is a tablet with the letters, ISIS, and the date 1710. The 
occupation road at hand joins the main highway. Turn left, take 
forty strides, and pass up an old road on the right. From the top 
of this lane two minutes walking brings you into Laneshawbridge, 
from which place you can, if you wish to, go by ‘bus to Colne 
and Nelson. 

‘ A nice, easy afternoon’s and evening’s stroll of about five 
miles. 


RAMBLE XxX. 


TO HAWORTH 
VIA WYCOLLAR. 


This is a full day’s walk, and must not be undertaken by 
other than good walkers, the return route being particularly hard 
and trying. Ramble 14 will instruct you in how to get to 
Wycollar. Go right up the dene to where two streams meet at 
a stone arch bridge. Take the path to the left, going against the 
stream, to Parson Lee Farm. The path here is a bit muddy and 
broken and leads to a rough, stony road. Bouldsworth is on your 

_ right, and Herders and Key Stiles on your left. This road leads 
to a barred gate and a wicket stile; from here the road drops 
y rigied to the stream at Smithy Clough. It is up from here until 
this valley road meets the highway from Laneshaw Bridge. The 
road forward from here to Haworth is easy and straight, and 
there is no possibility of mistaking it. Well along the road, past 
the shooting butts, is Watersheddles Reservoir, the ‘‘ Wild- 
water ’’ of Halliwell Sutcliffe’s ‘‘ Barbara Cunliffe.” 

The first house past the reservoir is Moor Lodge, or Two 
Laws. Down below the road divides; the sign post states— 
Colne 6 miles, Keighley 6 miles, Haworth 3 miles. As you go 
forward Throstle Nest is seen on the slope of a hill on the left. 
The stream at your right is the Worth, and lower down, across 
from the River Worth, on the crown of a green mound, is Ponden 
Hall. In literature it figures as ‘“‘ Thrushcross Grange ”’ of the 
Brontes, and ‘‘ Wyngates ’’ of H. Sutcliffe’s ‘‘ Barbara Cunliffe.’’ 
Ponden Clough is the ‘‘ Lonely Valley ” of Sutcliffe’s ‘‘ Rycroft 
of Withens.’’ Some old houses on the left are initialled P.S.H., 
and dated 1715. 

Near here the road divides; keep to the right, pass Ponden 
Mill, and take up Hob Lane. On your right you will see the 
Eagle Inn, the ‘Silent Inn” of Sutcliffe’s ‘‘ Rycroft of 
Withens.’’ The road passes the old bar house, takes along the 
top of Hob Hill and “ Horton Croft,’’ the residence of Mr. Jonas 


Bradley, the authority on the Brontes and local natural history. 
Next comes Sladen Bridge; Dyke Farm is on the right side of 
the road, and Hollings Farm on the left. Further along is Rough 
Nook, where lived the late Mrs. Tempest, formerly a scholar of 
Charlotte Bronte. The sign post by the roadside at Moor End 
states the distance, Colne 9} miles, and points the way, by 
moorland track, to Bronte Falls. West Lane, Haworth; also 
commences at the same spot. 


RAMBLE XXI. 
HAWORTH TO NELSON. 


VIA WALSHAW DENE. 


The return journey is longer, harder to travel, and worse to 
find than the one you came by. Do not attempt this route unless 
in good form and prepared for rough weather. Retrace your steps 
from Haworth to Stanbury. Near the school at the top of Hob 
Hill, the road divides. Take up the old lane to the left of the 
lamp-post. Well up the lane is Cold Knowle Farm; the road is 
left of it, and direct to the quarries. To your left is Sladen 
Valley, Halliwell Sutcliffe’s ‘‘ Hazeldean,”’ also the Bronte Water- 
fall. At the top of this rise is the quarry. Here exercise great 
care. At the top edge of the quarry three roads branch out. 
Take the centre one until you come to a square, high-walled 
pinfold; branch off to the right, passing a farm that has been 
converted into a hostel for the quarrymen at the works below. 
From here the road is clear to lower Withens. It is in ruin. A 
path passes forward to another building higher up the slope. This 
is Middle Withens. It is in ruins. A field length or so higher 
up is Higher Withens. It is fast falling into ruin. The Withens 
homesteads are the ‘“‘ Wuthering Heights ” of the Brontes, and 
“ Withens ’”? and “ Lost Withens *’ of Sutcliffe’s ‘‘ Rycroft of 
Withens.” 

Withens Height is the hill on the right. From the top on a 
clear day, looking in a northerly direction, Whernside, Cross Felt 
and Inglebroro’ can be seen. Below Withens is Sladen Valley, 
and away to the right of it is Leaming Reservoir, near Oxenhope. 
Leaving Higher Withens caution, must be used. A wall divides 
the fertile from the wild, and by this wall, on the moor side, 
th track straggles along. You have you back to Withens, and 
your face to the highest part of the hill, 1,450 feet. Keep the 
highest point well to your right, and just past the crest you will 
see a sign board. Read it. Forward, the track is westerly, and 
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downwards to the reservoirs in Walshaw Dene. You will need 
keep your attention to the track until you reach the reservoir 
side. The road crosses the embankment, winds up and 
forward, and brings you out on the main Colne-Halifax 
road, near to Clough Foot House, by the banks of the 
Hebden, and under the brow of Flask Moor. Greaves 
Clough is next to the farm. Forward, and Halifax Waterworks 
is soon reached. Here is a choice of ways. You may take along 
the embankment, under the rocks up and over Gorple Moor, and 
passing through Worsthorne, get to Burnley, or keeping along 
the reservoir side, with Widdop Moor on your right, travel the 
whole length of the ‘‘ Lake,” mount the gap at the edge of 
Widdop Moor, and descend into Thursden Valley. From the 
bottom of Thursden the road meets the Burnley-Nelson trunk 
road near a sign post.. Coldwell Reservoirs are further along; 
past them a choice of roads can be made; to the left Nelson can 
be entered by way of Catlow and Walverden, or forward, via 
Halifax Road to the Centre. 

The wholé of this ramble, from the ’bus at Laneshaw- 
bridge to Haworth, and return via Walshaw, will be over 20 
miles, and to those able to take it, it is advisable to be on the way 
by 9 a.m., to allow for a glimpse round Haworth and rests by the 
way. 


_ RAMBLE XXII. 


BURNLEY, BRIERFIELD & NELSON TO 
. HELLSCAR WOODS. 


Ramblers from Burnley may take the tramcar from Burnley 
Centre to Harle Syke, and from the tram terminus there walk up 
through Haggate. 

From the four lane ends at the top of the village select the 
Halifax Road, passing Hill End on the left, forward by Hill Lane 
on to Holt Hill, a cluster of houses a few minutes’ walk from 
Hill Lane Chapel. 

From Nelson Centre ’buses run to Haggate for such as want 
a lift on the way. From Haggate to Holt Hill see paragraph 
above. 

To those who wish to walk the whole of the way, follow the 
directions in Part 31, paragraphs 8 and 4, to Hill Lane Chapel, 
and from there along the high road to Holt Hill. From Brierfield 
Centre to such as do not take the Ribble bus to Haggate, follow 
oe given in Ramble 31 up to Hill Lane and forward to 
Holt Hill. 


Holt Hill is a small wayside village of about 20 houses, the 
first one is WILLOW GROVE, A.D. 1889. 


On the right, at the far end of the village, is Holi Hill Farm. 
Turn in at the gateway, close to the lamp, pass under a sycamore, 
through the farm yard to a gap stile against a five-harred gate. 
From here a flagged path leads to a stile with an upright iron bar 
in the middle. Then comes a wide pasture with a hollow on the 
right; the path going easily down to the cart road leading to 
Hanson’s Tenement. 

Keep to the line of fiags close to the shippons, enter an old, 
rough road, and in the wall, about 50 yards up, is a gap stile on 
the left. This stile is level with the road, but is five steps down 
on to the meadow, and the path is flagged part of the way forward 
to Shore Hey. At the end of the path is a gap stile four steps 
down. Cross the road, enter the farm yard (Shore Hey), pass by 
end of house and leave the yard by a wicket gate close to Delmer 
Gardens. 

The path is close under a wall; soon it gives way to a field 
path leading to a gap stile, three up and two down. This path 
is indistinct, runs on the low side of a meadow, to a stile between 
a gate and wall. 

It is very pleasant from here; the path leads gently down, and 
one sees across the hummocks of delph drift the woods fringing 
the far side of the River Don, the high precipitous scars and lofty 
hills and moors beyond. 

This grassy path winds in and out among little hills and 
shallow hollows to a bonnie little dingle through which jingles a 
silvery thread of clear water. 

Step across the beck, mount the four steps, enter the wide, 
open field, and following the path as it gently leads forward and 
downward, gradually approach the stream. 

Field after field is entered at gap stiles, passed through and 
enjoyed. Sometimes the path leads through rushes, tall grass, 
moorland flowers and between clustering bushes of pink, wild 
roses. 

Finally the path comes to a stile in the wall, and stepping 
through you pass between a brake of briar and bramble, descend 
a short flight of stone steps, and half-a-dozen strides brings you 
to the stream side where is a row of stepping, or to use an old 
fashioned word, ‘‘ hipping ” stones. 

The stream, the woods, the hills above, and the wide desolate 
moorlands compose a perfect picture of country charm and 
quietude. 

The path from here up keeps close to the stream, and if 
followed will bring the rambler to the old road leading under 
Cocker Ridge and forward to Halifax. 

From this point by the stile, Stephen Hey Farm lies in a 
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direct line, and from this place is observed the wonderful contour 
of this wild and desolate region. Due east lies Bouldsworth 
slope, Bouldsworth End Farm and Cocker Ridge. This latter 
place is in part ownership of the Burnley Grammar School and 
St. Peter’s Church. 

Bridge End Farm is at the bottom of Thursden and high 
against the skyline is Widdop Moor. 

Towards the south one sees a hill with the remains of an 
ancient British encampment on the top. 

On the flank of this hill is Enclosure Farm, locally called 
“* Jer,’’ which is short for ‘‘ Jerusalem Farm.’’ 

Facing Stephen Hey are Hell Clough, Hell Scar and woods, 
Monk Hall Quarries, and the River Don. 

Due north is Broad Bank and a Roman encampment on its 
summit. 

These bare definitions do net in any sense do justice to the 
wonderful beauty of the scenes that lie between Shore Hey and 
Widdop Moor. 


RAMBLE XXIII. 
HELLSCAR WOODS TO BURNLEY, 
BRIERFIELD AND NELSON. 


Many pleasant hours may be spent alongside this stream, 
enjoying the beauty of the woods, rocks, grassy pathways, shady 
walks, and all the elusive tints and colouring to be found in forest 
deep and dainty dell. 

From the stepping stones the path takes upwards, enters 
the wood, and passes under close planted trees of oak, ash, beech, 
sycamore, Jarch, pine and alder. 

From the gap stile half way through the wood, the path 
winds in and out, through rush and bracken, close to growing, 
crowded bushes, near to swampy places and leafy alcoves. Where 
the trees are least crowded the woodland vistas are most pro- 
nounced.. Outside the wocd the path creeps close to a precipitous 
slope. Huge quarried rocks are scattered about, and to the left 
are the deserted quarries. Due north-west the whale-like bulk of 
Pendle, blue as a damson, basks in the October sunshine. The 
woodland path joins the quarry road; a wicket gate admits to 
the highroad leading to Higher Monk Hall. 

The road is wall-enclosed part of the way, and if a gate bars 
progress to Monk Hall there is a stile on the left. Notice the 
large grit drinking trough. The outflow runs into a trough of 
smaller dimensions, which in its turn is placed on the upturned 
base of a disused one of a similar capacity. 


The roadway passes between the house and barns, and near 
to Lower Monk Hall turns to the right. The road is good, level, 
fairly straight, and walled in most of the way. At three lane 
ends is a sign post. On one arm it states, ‘‘ Haggate 1 and one 
seventh miles.’? Facing the pointer is a stile, six steps up, on to 
a meadow. Step up, enter the meadow, and follow the flagged 
path to a wall corner. From here it follows a line of railings 
which give place to a wall and hedgerow to a wide peculiar-shaped 
stile made of three massive stone flags. From here is open 
pasture, an easy gradient, and path to a long handrail bridge, 
two planks wide. ‘Te view up stream from the river levels, the 
nearby plantings, the low hills and high, far-off moorlands, is one 
of quiet beauty. 

The path from this (Ormroyd) bridge passes under a great ash 
tree, mounts easily up to a gap stile in a wall, crosses a little 
field, to a four-steps-up stile into a Jong, narrow meadow. From 
this meadow take the flagged path to the right on the outer edge 
of the meadow just crossed. Through the wicket-gate to the 
stile at the rear of Banks Farm and cottage. The path is between 
the houses on to the farm road, and in a few minutes Lane Bottom 
is reached, with Haggate on the hill top. 

A pleasant nine miles walk. Take an afternoon and evening 
to do it. 


RAMBLE XXIV. 


A NEW WAY TO PENDLE FROM 
THORNEYHOLME. 


r Ramble 1 will indicate the way from Nelson to Thorneyholme 
quare. 

Go up the old lane, passing Croft House Farm on the left, 
and keeping on this (Heyes Lane) you will soon be at Bridge End 
Cottages. Unique views of Pendle are seen along this lane. By 
the Wesleyan Chapel, A.D. 1884, the road passes to Lower Barley 
Green. An old house on the right is initialled and dated 
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A few yards beyond this house, under a yew tree, is a gate, 
The road from here passes behind the Nelson Waterworks 
Pumping Station, and winds gradually up to a gateway in the 
wall overlooking Ogden No. 3 Reservoir. When through this gate 
step a few paces to the right, sit on the grass, and take delight in 
one of the daintiest rural scenes in Lancashire. 


: Behind rears the summit line of Pendle; N.E. lies Black Moss 
Reservoirs, Firber and Higher Wheat Head; in front the tawny 
flank of Stangs. Below is Barley; forward is Narrowgates, and 
away beyond are gently-rising hills up to Great Edge, Emmott 
Moor and Herders. 

The road up is rough, but a grass path runs on the bank to 
the left. Past the second gate the view opens out and extensive 
stretches of mocer, hill, clough and reservoir are obtained. 

Caution must be exercised in passing between the second and 
third gate, as in summer time a bull is sometimes out to grass. 
Between the fourth and fifth gate is a rushy field, and under the 
wall are soft, comfortable ledges to sit on. In this place you will 
breathe the finest tonic air that ever braced up one’s worn out 
and run down energies. 

From the fifth gate is a choice of ways. Cutting across the 
coke hy on the right, you are soon at the bottom of Deep Clough. 

eeping to the left and upwards, Deep Clough or Ogden can be 
rached by paths behind the farm at the head of this spur of 
Pendle. The two ways here described, Heye’s Lane and the one 

f starting from the Wesleyan Chapel, are well worth a trial. 


RAMBLE XXV. 
NEW LAUND TO GREENHEAD CLOUGH. 


The first seven lines of part 3 will direct you to the iron stile 
at the top of the rise above Quaker’s Bridge. One minute from 
the stile, on the left hand side of the road, is an iron gate under 
a tall thorn tree. Close the gate after passing through, enter the 
occupation road, note the fleabane growing on the right bank, the 
long row of beech trees (planted to commemorate the victory of 
Waterloo), and the farm close at hand. 

New Laund was re-built about 1855 on the foundations of an 
older building dated about 1580. Pendle from here is due north, 
Hambledon south-west, and Widdop Moor south-east. 

At the rear of the farm is a stile in the rails; take the cinder 
path from it down to a stone stile under the plane tree; eight 
stone steps lead te a wooden bridge; cross, mount the bank, and 
pass behind New Laund Cottages to a four-steps up stile. The 
hill you have just mounted is known as Cock Robin Hill; another 
name for it is Wicked Hill. From the stile the path follows 
hedgerows on left, field on right, to another farm house, which 
curiously enough, is also called New Laund. Over the bedroom 
window are the letters x 
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and over the doorway the date 1906, which refers to recent alter- 
ations. The history of this place is contemporary with that of the 
other New Laund. Leaving this farm road by the palisade gate, 
you enter the Burnley—Fence road, turn to the right, and in ten 
minutes come to a short length of wall on the left of the road. 
Here is an iron gate and a three-steps-up stone stile to a big 
field with a high hedge on your right. The path brings you to 
the crest of a steep bank, descend, cross the stream, and mount 
the steep slope to a wicket gate a few yards away. This clough 
you have just crossed is Greenhead Clough. 

One field, a few meadows, a pleasant pathway, pretty wood- 
land, dainty dells, sweet hedgerows, and a narrow stile put you 
on to the Higham read near to a house dated T.C., 1771. Three 
roads meet near the church. At this corner is Fence House, 
Fence Gate Farm, and a barn with the following on a tablet in 
the wall: ED, VII. REX. IMP. COR. 1902. 

Five minutes’ walk from the signpost along the Burnle 
road brings you to a stone stile close to the vicarage; the pa’ 
passes in front of Plantation Cottage. The view from here, east, 
south and west is extensive and interesting, including the neb of 
Cowling Pinnacle north of east, Bouldsworth due east, between 
Marsden Height and Walten Spire, the top of Widdup Moor, 
Cliviger Valley, Hambledon, and the hills behind Darwen. 

From Plantation Cottage the path follows the hedgerow to a 
one-up and two-down stone stile at the off-side of the Forest 
Hotel. Cross the read, enter the occupation road, and at a stone 
stile on the right of a gate under an ash tree take the field path 
to the right tc Raven Clough Farm. At this point are two gates 
close together, and two stiles. Go over the stile into the field, 
note the magnificent view up valley between Blacko Hill and 
Noyna Rocks, and feel thankful that you are able to enjoy its 
beanty. This path slips into’ Brierfield Woeds near to Old 
Laund. Turn right for Brierfield, left for Wheatley Lane. This 
is a pleasant and interesting afternoon’s walk. 


RAMBLE XXVI. 
FIELDPATH TO TWISTON. 


This ramble enters on its most interesting part at White- 
hough Fold. Ramble 1 will instruct you how 2 get to White- 
hough. Behind the farm an occupation road passes the end of 
the wood. A few yards higher up a two-steps stile admits to a 
field path close to the hedgerow. On the right of the path is a 
new planting of young trees. At the far end of this path is Alec 
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40 Rambles Twixt Pendle and Holme 


Wood. Over a wooden stile the path keeps close against the 
wall and under the trees to some thorn trees just outside the 
wood. Here turn up the bank to a stile under four trees by the 
old road. A few minutes’ walk brings you to Stang Top Farm. 
Below the farm go over a four-steps stile on the left across from 
a water trough. This path (Ramble 11) brings you out at Higher 
Black Moss Farm. A minute and a half’s walk, and you touch 
the stream crossing the road. Turn to the right, follow against 
the stream to the second gate in a wall, turn quick to the left, 
cross the stream, mount the grassy steep, take a slanting 
direction over the level to a stile in a short length of wall in the 
middle of a row of trees. Cross the meadow to a stile three steps 
up, three down. In the next pasture are two wells, pass 
between them to a stile in the wall five yards from a recess on 
the right. 

In front is a long wide moor; the path is never far from the 
boundary wall on the right. Pendle, from this place, appears a 
majestic hill. All around is as wild and desolate as any part of 
England, and as lonely as one can desire. Only two or three 
distant farms are visible. The path, soft and springy, runs in 
a N.N.W. direction. Fifteen minutes’ walk from the stile a pool 
in a rock is seen, and another easy five minutes brings the rambler 
to a gate in a high wall. Near to this wall the ground slips 
quickly down, and the edge affords pleasant seating. 


The view from this grassy ridge, west, north and east, is of 
unsurpassed beauty and spectacular grandeur. Hill and dale, 
moor and mountain, field and meadow and wood, village and 
farm are spread out before the enraptured eye with a variety and 
charm thrilling and appealing. From Longridge to Ingleboro’, 
Penyghent and Whernside, away on to Simon’s Seat above Burn- 
sall. The wide Ribble Valley hes in front; Warsaw Hill, green 
and white, humps up at the oot of Pendle, and between the base 
of Pendle and the steeps of Weets stretch vast acres of unculti- 
vated prairie land, the home of wild and timid birds, and rough 


‘herbage and weeds. 


The path from here is forward and down to the left to a 
gateway in a wall; three minutes’ walk puts the traveller on to 
the high road. Twiston is soon reached, the road going down 
gently along between hedgerows as pretty as aught that ever 
grew in Eden. 

Returning, keep along high road, passing the Friends’ 
Burial Ground at a crook of the lane on the right. The first farm 
on the left is Coolem, the next Red Syke on the right. The next 
landmark is Hannel Cross at the junction of four roads, Burnley 
Downham, Colne, Gisburn. Seven minutes’ walk from Hannel 
Cross, on the left side of the road, is a four-steps-up stone stile, 
close to a five-barred gate, and the ruins of an old outhouse. A 
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delph is near this stile; the path is to the right of it, and keeps 
well to the middle of a moor to a five-steps stile at the right of 
a gateway. The path keeps close to the wall, and in seven 
minutes finishes at a stile under a mighty chestnut tree over- 
hanging an old building. 

Quick to the left and forty strides admits to a short lane, 
well covered in with trees. The farm behind is Windy Harbour, 
and the one lower down is Salt Pye Farm. 

This narrow lane admits you to a field and a meadow and 
finishes at a stile by a gate. A few strides brings you to the half 
moon stile at the reservoir wall. Over Houses is in the hollow 
below. The path by the stream brings you out at Grange Farm, 
Barley. 

This is a good day’s ramble; easy to do, and full of interest 
every yard of the way. 


RAMBLE XXVII._ * 
BRIERFIELD TO WALVERDEN. 


Tt is a steady upward grind from Brierfield Centre, up Halifax 
Road, to the top of Steep Causeway; but, clear of the houses, the - 
views are delightful. 

Cross the road at Four Lane Ends, passing Dog Edge on the 
right with the Friends’ Meeting House and Clay Farm in the 
fields below. 

Steep Causeway Cottages, 1795 A.D., stand on a mound, 
overlook Nelson and Colne, and command _a fine prospect. 

From the seat in the lane splendid views are noted on clear 
days. Hambledon is 8.8.W.; Blackburn Park 8.W.; Pendle 
N.W.: Weets and White Moor, N.; Skipton Hills N.E,; round by 
Tum Hill and Great Edge to Walton Spire due E. 

The whole extent of territory from  Wiswell Moor above 
Sabden to Walton Spire, including Pendle, from end to end, with 
the neble sweep of Pendle Forest to where Brierfield Wood steps 
to the edge of Pendle Water, is without parallel between Skipton 
the Blackpool. 

Rowe Cottage is on the right; next above it is Stoops 
Cottage ; in the field behind is Folly Hall, and at the end of the 
lane to the Golf Links is Sage Hill. Pass the old School House 
and Nelson Golf Club, go to the bottom of the lane (Black Hill), 
cross the road to three-steps-up stone stile and follow wood rails | 
to the wall. ¥” 

Fern Clough and Walverden Reservoir are in the hollow 
below, higher up the dene snuggles Catlow Bottoms, across is 
Catlow Quarries and the hamlet of Catlow to right of them, East 
is Bouldsworth; §.E. lies Hellscar Woods, Monk Hall and the 
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